
For my very dear friend of many years, Diane S,, 
who has been a constant source of marvelous con- 
versation and companionship. During twenty years 
in California she’s never failed to remind me that 
Brooklyn lives and to inspire me to write about 
a Brooklyn beauty. 

For my husband, Steve, with my deep, abiding love 
and reasons that, after forty-uvo years of marriage, 
he must know by hearL 
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Opumistic idiot that I am, I sprinted from the subtvay 
to the office at a ridiculously early hour in the morning, 
relieve me, nobody can move faster than I can on 
the sureete of New York. Call me snake-hips Frankie 
5>evenno but Fve never needed to push or shove in an 
unladylike way. During my many years of taking the train 
rom Brooklyn to Manhattan I’ve patented away to twist, 
sidestep ^d slither through any crowd. If I’d been a 
man I d have made a hell of a running back. Riding up 

^ ^ ^ to Loring Model Management where I 

ork, I knew that today was the day. Last night I’d had 
a bream about getting the long-awaited fax from Necker 
in fms that had been so incredibly real - not dream- 
rea ut real real — that I woke up this morning with 
my heart beating like crazy. I was filled with wild 
anUcipaUon, every competitive instinct I have was up 

stuff made me leap 
bed, get dressed in ten minutes and race to the 
as much as a bagel inside my stomach, 
e fax wasn t there. The little incoming tray was 
bare, the smug metal fax machine sat primly on its table, 
to allow me even the satisfaction of kicking it 
the way you do an empty vending machine. Short of 
taking an ax to the thing there was nothing I could do 
except stomp away in disgust. At least I had my cowboy 
boots on so the sound effects weren’t ivasted. 

After I’d coaxed a cup of coffee from our fancy, 
temperamental coffeemaker, I took it into the main 
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room of Loring Model Management where, in an hour, 
seven bookers would be sitting at their phones around 
the circular desk. There our models’ schedules hang 
on a rotating file. All day long the bookers, each 
responsible for ten to fifteen girls, would be talking into 
their headsets, twirling the file and consulting their 
computers. An unglamorous setting, I thought, yet on 
any given day a memorable page in the history of 
glamour could so easily result from one of the calls our 
bookers field so adroitly. When I’d been a booker, right 
after I started work here, every phone call had been 
a thrill to me. Now, at twenty-seven. I’m second-in- 
command of the business and a damn sight less easily 
thrilled. 

It was freezing in the booking room and I still hadn’t 
taken off the old duffel coat and two extra sweaters I’d 
piled over my usual uniform of tights, a leotard, lee 
warmers and a cardigan knotted at my waist. I decided 
that the warmest place in the agency on this icy rnomino- 
in January of 1994 would have to be the enormous^ 
enveloping leather chair behind my boss’s desk In t' ’ 
had definitely built herself a great little fortr ^ t 
realized as I cuddled \vay down into her amazinel 
chair and sipped coffee, well within earshot^? A 
phone ring that announces a fax. Justine Lo ‘ 
peerless leader, is just thirty-four, a former 
intelligendy abandoned her career about five^ y^o’d 
after it reached its peak to become an inde 
agency owmer. She’d hired me seven years 
timing was perfect for me because a bad falf^^' 
else but in the sub^vay? - had recently brou 
dancing career to an end. I’d been a serious 
dance student at Juilliard but the injuries to bmi ^ 
kneecaps meant that disco %vas the only dancing 
in the future. 

Sitting in Justine’s chair, I thought that, although 


no 



one outside of die business realizes it. it's essential 
for the head of any successful model agcnc)‘ to have a 
strong personal style. Everj* successful agenq* in towi is 
defined by a single personality', ranging from preacher 
to pimp. Ju.siinc’.s style? Good question. In many ways 
she qualified as die ideal Girl Scout Troop Ixader with 
all the virtues diat implies, radiating strength and 
trustworthiness; straightforssard, infinitely capable and, 
above all, reassuringly calm. She’s the person anyone, 
even I, would agree to follow up a .slippery' mountain 
trail or cling to in an avalanche, certain of being rescued. 

On the other hand, Justine’s probably too gorgeous 
to be a convincing Scout. If thirty-four is mature, which 
I deeply tend to doubt, maturity has made her far more 
seriously alluring than when she was modeling, blandly 
ravishing, diroughout her late teens into her mid- 
twenties, a full-fledged member of the prom-quecn-all- 
American league. You know diat look: all-but-imposslbly 
blue eyes, features too ideal to describe, a quick, 
indiscriminately adorable smile, infuriatingly good 
teeth and the faint beginnings of deliciously squinchy 
laugh lines. 

Now Justine’s grown so interesting to watch that you 
wouldn’t think she’d once been only conventionally 
stunning. Her eyes, still the very' hue of victory', are 
thoughtful and often pensive. Her smile is meaningful 
and selective, a smile that has forgotten how to turn on 
automatically for a camera. There’s a fascinatingly slow 
play of changing expressions on Justine’s lovely face that 
shows a mind always at work. She’s my idea of a woman 
who has just barely entered into the' beginning of the 
best part of her life and eligible men, heaven knows, 
agree \vith me. But she turns them do^\m, one after 
another. Sometimes I find myself in a lather of outrage 
listening to her explain^ with that maddening, reason- 
able calm, just what is wrong about each one. 
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It must be some inherited Anglo-Saxon character trait 
that allows Justine to shrug off any problem she can’t 
do anything about and simply let it go. My preferred 
mode, when faced by a defect — in a man or in a 
situation - is to attack, charge and make it .right! Fix it! 
But then my ancestors on both sides came from the 
south of Italy. 

The difference in our ways of approaching life was 
probably why the two of us made such a good team, I 
thought, not for the first time, probably the reason why 
I’d advanced so rapidly from the ranks of bookers to 


become Justine s rigbt hand, as well as her closest friend. 
I’m explosive enough to allow Justine to remain her 
glowing blond self at all times. I’m the one who 
understands exactly when and how to pull a major- 
lea^e freak-out, who remembers to cany necessaiy 
grudges, who won t settle for the different between 
the possible and the impossible, who doesn't believe in 
any sensible Twelve Step maxim about having the 
wisdom to accept things you can't change Accent mv 
ass! Not when you're from Brooklyn! ° 

‘Have you been here all night?' Justine's voice asked 
interrupting my revene. asxea. 


‘You scared me! I yelped, . almost crvui- 
coffee. ‘I got in ages ago . . . I had this^dr^^ 
never mind . . . you don’t ^vant to know ’ • o 

‘You’re right about that, girlfriend ’ 

‘1 love it when you try to sound hip ’ i 
grinning at her, \nlc as my mood was. ‘Anri • 

you doing in at this hour?’ I demanded r ® 

’ ^^'^overine r 


poise. 

‘Ah, I had one of tho.se bad nights . 
• You have bad nights?’ 


•Even 1. my mouse, even I. But last night 
Evciy lime I managed to fall asleep I had 
Finally I got smart enough to realize that 


« ^ 


m on sleep and get in here and do some worh in peace 

and quiet I see now that was not to be. 

‘Not while I’m around feeling itchy. 

‘That sickening contest, of course.’ 

‘What else?’ . vi 

Justine had the nerve to sigh at me, just like she wou 

at a peevish child. ^ 

‘Don’t give me that superior attitude, I growled, 
know it’s important even if you refuse to admit it. l m 
going to make more coffee. Want some? 

‘Desperately. Blessings on you, my child. 

While I hung over the coffeepot I allowed myself to 
brood over the events that had started this whole 
ivaiting-for-the-Paris-fax business. It all ^starte a ou 
three months ago. A woman named Gabrielle d Ange e 
arrived in New York on a mission to all the rno e 
agencies in town. Gabrielle was a highly placed ^sistan 
to a guy named Jacques Necker. You know, te wi 
billionaire who’s head of La Groupe Necker. e 
four of the world’s most important fabric mi 
major fashion houses and a fistful of 
perfume and cosmetic companies. Even « 

heard of him. GN, as everybody in tlie 
it. had recently decided to back the 
l.ombardi in a new couture house. ^ 

spring collection would be shosvn in ans 
more than hvo weeks from now. faces,’ 

T’m here to find a group of comp c > 
f tire Frenchwoman bad told ^ uncicposcd 

impeccable English. ‘I need ^.-ho arc rnlirtly 

' as it is possible for models to > . S must not be too 

virgins to the P.aris collections. >e technically 

raw. too green to work sdui - es ^ tried vinsncressfully to 
children ilHo- must brimantly dressed, 

catch Jnsime s Td ever come across, 

annosnngly osx'icont 
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Gabrielle took the cake. ‘I’« S 

she had continued, at every them 

videotapes of the best o ’ part in Marco 

wll be picked to come to . ^ne of them MU 

Lombardi’s very first spnng col ‘ Lombardi’s 

ultimately be chosen as the i^camati ^ you 

style.’ She had smiled loftily at us^ to think 

Americans would cab it a contes , p ^^t of 

of it as a modern-day version of the juag 

Uaris.’ , , c_,. this lucky 

bust exactly what plans do you have for 

little contest ivinner?’ Justine asked, shot 

clear suspicion in her voice. My mental eyebr 
vir^t Justine’s tone, mat was there to be suspicious 

From the moment it had been announced, everyone 
in the fashion world had been agog to see what wou 
come of the Lombardi launch. How come Justine wasn 
delighted to hear of this chance for new girls to be 

showcased? , 

‘As I’m sure you realize, the first Lombardi collection 
will be the most watched event of the spring collections. 
Miss Loring,’ Gabrielle d’Angelle answered her, allow- 
ing herself to look cver-so-slighUy huffy and sounding 
cv^r-so-faindy surprised. ‘The wnning girl will be 
signed to a long-term exclusive contract and become 
the focus of a worldwde advertising campaign.’ 

‘Exclusive?’ Justine s question was sharp and hard, all 
hut nasty. Uie winner s so good, give me one reason 
Iv die should tic herself down to a new designer.’ 

' mat the hell ss"as biting Justine’s ass, 1 wondered in 

.tt.soluie hcw-ildcrmcni. Her manner was utterly unlike 
absoiuv bandied any prospective client. 

"Xc coniracl will *<= ''-inner of the contest 

mtllion dollars a year for the next four years ’ 

a-SgSe .'nW- l-ln' Melba 


toast and she obviously expected them to cut off further 
discussion. 

‘Aren’t you taking a large risk? An unknown model 
working with an improven -talent? Lombardi may just 
be a flash in the pan,’ Justine insisted, sounding entirely 
unimpressed by twelve million dollars. I had to fight 
not to enter the discussion, even with body language, 
but of course I knew that whatever mistake Justine tvas 
making, she didn’t want to be second-guessed. 

‘Monsieur Necker did not arrive at his present power 
without taking risks,’ the Frenchwoman said. By now 
she wasn’t bothering to hide her affront at Justine’s 
unexpected skepticism. 

Justine just wouldn’t get off it. ‘Of course there’ll be 
so much publicity for GN about this talent search that 
it’ll be worth twelve million, even if the new girl doesn’t 
work out and you dump her for one of the usual stars.’ 
Now, she sounded downright hostile. 

‘Miss Loring, we have every intention of building the 
house of Lombardi in the way Monsieur Necker has 
planned,’ Gabrielle said, deeply irritated - and who 
could blame her? I felt like throwing up my hands and 
screaming.. How could Justine possibly treat Necker s 
emissary, with rudeness and scorn? 

- ‘No new house has opened successfully in Paris since 
Lacroix,’ Justine continued with one of those curt litde 
negative shrugs I thought only the French could do. 
‘And that was a long time ago.’ 

‘Miss Loring, if your agency isn’t interested in 
cipating . . .’ Gabrielle d’Angelle said, pulling herse 
together, and, while 1 ^vatched, frozen, she started to 

rise. , , 

‘Oh, you know perfectly well that I can t say no, 

Justine interrupted, cutting her off. ‘I’ll make a list of 
my best prospects and deliver it to your hotel wth their 
head sheets.’ 
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As soon as the Frenchwoman left, I turned to Justine 
incredulously, 

‘What the fuck! Are you totally insane?’ 

‘Why didn’t I lick her exquisite shoes?’ 

‘Basically yes, damn iL I was in cardiac arrest listening 
to you! So what if it’s a long shot, even if they don t 
pick a single one of our girls, you had no reason to 
speak to her like that She’s not looking for white slaves, 
for God’s sake. It’s the chance of a lifetime for someone 
and you know it’ 

‘I find all this . . . talent search , . , corrupting . - • 
distasteful . . . almost degrading.’ 

‘Oh, give me a break!’ I exploded with all the pent-up 
disbelief I’d had to hold in during Justine’s dialogue 
with the Frenchwoman. ‘The whole model world is one 
big talent search, year in and year out, and you know it 
as well as I do,’ 


Let s say that I didn’t like being condescended to by 
that imlaung creature.’ JusUne said, conceding my 
point. 

‘Neither did 1, Justine but «hat the hell does that 
have to do tvtth .t? Evciy tet one of our new girls would 
pimp ship m a minute if we don’r new- • - 

Neckcr thing.’ " ' Participate m this 


‘That, my mouse, is exactly whv I u ^ j , 
say no. The only reason, bclLrmV” ' 

‘Wore you playing some sort of dumn „ 
asketl, still tlecply confused. ‘The abovi- ^ 

head? I’ve never .seen you do that weird mtmK 
(hank the good Lord.’ befor< 

‘•nicrc’s a first time for everything, Frankie ' 

wath an unfamiliar stem and Justin 


f r. 


to her iork. The'^UmtodrmbdT 
"tore press in the tet few momhf ti gotten 

niarried Prince Albert of Mr. Madonna had 

Prinrprtj, — 1- . , Monaco while shf* 


'vord from GN, every at 

more and more preoctnfed ^ ^ growing 

word. P copied with getting the fin^ 

head stay visibly^ujfintv^^^-f agency 

"^^^hine, Jusdne netT et 

^mors abroad, although were any 

">ght I had dinner whh fon 

Casey d'Augustino, Sally MiSio "T“ 

Jj®os, who are my opnS “tt* Kate 

Elite and Wilhelmina^TTie n ”™'>ors at Lunel. Ford, 
palship, like agroup of nd«^'’rf°f.’“ => '™lted 

>° «ay friendly for fte sXS'?’ 

^ur sincer^tr .vT-r ^ ousiness. 

axiom, ‘The enemvtr^^^^''^^'P the 

^ thought, back in mv ^ enemy is my friend,’ 
coffee I didn’t ivant if ^^^tlessly I drank 
put my boots un tvistfully about bagels, 

There ivas at least ir ^csk as I tried to relax, 
in, the Dhonf ^^^^hour to go before the staff 

' “Old send oL of .r -* '=’‘P^«o'> “ -dng and 

to eat. * ^he assistants out for something 

enemies. Kate and I all had the same 

hooks models- ‘^hents.’ every-body who 

even charitvfacU- agencies, dress houses, 

the clients^ in j^hows. Its us. the agencies, against 
Question r.r i negotiation, right dov.-n to the 

model to ,Le jom *' ■■' •■■ 

of US against each other 
WIO. for example, would be ihc fc, one ,o bmve 
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territory alone. I opened the door of Jusdne’s office 

vathout knocking. , t. a 

- ‘Do you think Necker’s people could have changed 

their minds about using new models?’ I demanded, 
deciding to aggravate my pal no matter how little 
interest she’d shown in the whole thing. ‘If Aey don t 
decide in the next two weeks and three days, it 11 be too 
late, the collecdons ivill have started. 

*Oh, somehow I doubt it, Francesca,’ Justine said 
tartly. ‘They’d look pretty silly if they do.’ 

So it was Francesca now, rvas it? Only my mother ha 
■ ever been allowed to call me that and Justine knew it. 
Francesca ivas the name my parents christened me in a 
la-di-da moment and I’d changed it as soon as I reached 


third grade. 

‘Could I ask why you don’t mind being tormred y 
not knoAving, Miz Loiing?’ Justine hated Miz ataost 
as much as I hated Francesca. ‘I realize you ve refuse 
to buy into this whole thing, you act as if it s some sort 
of scam. I’m fascinated, in a sick Avay, by Avatching 
being so xmrealistically superior to everybody e se, u 
Avhy, for the love of God, why?’ „ 

Tve been against this contest thing, this tom or 
pressure, from the beginning,’ Justine said, loo u 
me seriously. ‘The girls GN choose are , , 

to be exceptionally mature to get throng 2 ^t 
in Paris. Tavo of the three of them Avill be isappoi 
Avhen it’s all over. A rejection like that y 

manently damage their self-confidenc^ an 
Arithout Llf-conldence can’t function. Don t you thmk 
that there’s enough potential for take 

business already ™thout Ms GN ""'lo be 
place so publicly? Ifs not as if they re gomg 

alloAved to fail in private. rplnrfantlv ‘Bu 

‘1 suppose you’ve got a point.’ I said reluctantl). Bu 

still TuLc .niUhn doUarsl . . - Sure it s a Avar zone ou 



Justine asked me wth bitter scorn. Tou can’t possibly 
believe that out of dozens and dozens of girls they’re 
- the only acceptable new faces in this entire town? He’s 
planned to pull this from the beginning .... when 
nothing else worked, he saw a way to sneak into my life 
through the business, that vile son of a bitch!’ 

Justine, have you gone out of your mind?’ I demand- 
ed, stunned by Justine’s incomprehensible flood of 
words. 


It s Necker! Jacques Necker, that contemptible, evil, 
man - he’ll do anything to get what he wants. From 
second d’Angelle tvaltzed in here I knew it had to 
e something like this, but I never dreamed he’d go so 

^r, damn him to hell ... it stinks to high heaven, it’s 
unspeakable—’ . 

Nech ^. . . ? Justine, I don’t get it. You’re not making 
ense. Tsone, not one word.’ 

I finally penetrated Justine’s drade; She looked at me 
3n took deep breaths, wiling herself to calm down 
cncmg to explain. I could actually watch the process 
J*^utures as her passion of outrage slowly changed 
^ e decision to part with a secret she could no longer 


Fr^Ide, he’s my father,’ Justine said in a low voice, 
peaking so quickly that the words ran together in her 
^te to get her statement over with. . 

Your what}' I sputtered, too confused to make any 
sense of her statement. ‘WTiat the hell are you raving 
about?’ 


’Necker, that bastard, that bloody, bloody rotten man, 
is my fatiier. Frankie, you heard me the first time.’ 

‘But . . . but . . . Justine - . . that’s the most absurd 
thing — ’ 

‘Now don’t, do not, ask me anything more about it,’ 
Justine continued. ‘It’s not something I can discuss, not 
now, maybe never. But I’m not delusional. I’m his 
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daughter, God help me. I want nothing to do with him, 
nothing ever, ever - and now he’s found a. way to reach 
me, a way I can’t get out of.’ 

‘But, Justine — ’ 

‘Frankie, not one question!’ ^ 

Okay, okay! I’m not saying one word about yoii 
and . . .’ 1 stopped and regrouped, my brain starting to 
function again. ‘The thing I don’t get is how GN using 
our girls puts you in . , . that person’s . . . power, that’s 
all. Hey, let s take the worst-case scenario,. okay? Are.you 
me here on this, Justine?’ I spoke with exaggerated 
calm. ‘Three of our girls will go to Paris for the 
om ardi collection and one of them will win the pot 
o gold. Can you show me the harm in that?’ 

d’AnfrpUp^ ^ A didn’t listen to 

said fcrocLTf conversation, Frankie,’ Justine 

is that I personally W to acco 
She said the words so furio^r 

thought sheer anger could it seemed as if she 

it ge^ worse. It’s'^ot 

in addition, D’Angelle - ^ ^ 

wants all of us in Paris three^rf'^^ Necker, of course - 

•mat? Thafs wo whole weSrhS?™ 

'Exactly. You should have h collection!’ 

smarmy, fronting for him, takin 
attitude to explain something sho tf godmother 
- “Tlie extra time will give the modcr ^ 

the ropes and become familiar withM^^-^”'^^ 
joke! ITc/rc even paying each of th ^ "What a 
hundred thousand bucks for doing th additional 
sliow! Not even Iman or Claudia has Lombardi 
that inucli. Two entire w’eeks at GN’s ex^ ^^i^cd half 
Plara-Athencc with hot and cold nmninc 1^^"^^ 
knows tliat most new eirU .'Hios? 


Gabricllc knows tliat most new girh have le^°? 

da%-s to get acclimatized, if that. Ohv? 

' . '^OUsIy 


Please. 

tWo 
those 



two weeks are for Necker to get at me and break me 
down, Frankie, don’t kid yourself. None of it makes 


sense any other ^vay.’ 

‘They seem to have thought of everything, I said 
finally, forcing myself to push, away the impossible 
matter of Justine’s paternity and make myself consider 
only the business alternatives. 

There, weren’t any. None. There was no possibility 
that we could turn down this opportunity for our three 
girls, no matter how Justine felL How could anyone 
rationalize not grabbing the GN opportunity? Justine 
had been cleverly painted into a very tight comer. We 
looked at each other for a minute, as if expecting the 
other to come up vdth some brilliant idea. Finally, as 
the silence lengthened and felt more hopeless by the 
second, I roused myself. , 

‘Justine, we’re rvasting time. You’ll have to deal with 
this long-lost-you-know-what business sooner or later, 
but right now we should be letting the girls know that 

they’re going to Paris.’ . . v, 

You do itj Frankie,’ Justine told me, drooping in e 
after-effects of her storm of emotion. ‘I have to m 
I know I don’t have to say it, but this whole mess stays 


between us.’ , c Vi#-r 

‘Of course, idiot.’ I dropped a kiss on the ^ , 
head, and retreated to my own office, closing e 
firmly. 1 stood still, making no move 
phone. I found myself shaking, cold and ^ ugad 

was so great that the only word that came m 
.vas thi one I/ reserved for the great events of Ide. 

Caramba! 
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2 


t IS a^nged, Monsieur,’ Gabrielle d'Angeiie m- 
orme ^cques Necker, as she stood before his desk 
in IS office in the Paris headquarters of GN. 

No problem?’ 


Monsieur. Miss Loring had little to say 
out of course she agreed.’ ^ 

eagerly ^^brielle?’ he asked 

^None.^^ about?’ 

prise, as ^ expec^^tf^^as^^^^ overwhelmed. The sur- 
only in monosyllables answered me 

telephone her again, to questions. I’ll 

been absorbed, and 'he news has 

send the contracts to be « '[^’Tthing. Then we can 

•Report your co„ver«Uor.f,; , 

any release from our press de ^ n^fore you authorize 
see that release as soon as I want to 

•May 1 say anything to Monsieur^' ' 
doc*sn t go by without his asking Lombardi? A day 
^>on-’ ^ ^hout your deci- 

Iximbardi w-ill have to be pad 

ansrrered ™n'y. dismissing her vith"!,’' Necker 

"°c>' '• abrupt 

She too would have to be patient Gah • 

thought as she walked quickly out d’Angdie 

would have to restrain her curiosity until s^*^ ‘^^'cc. She 


hought as sne wameo quickly out of the - " ■^gel 

.vould have to restrain her curiosity untiU^' nh»cc. si 
exactly why. out of hours of rideouipe and'^ f ''^'^nver 
notes she had taken on her impressions*^ 'r 
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dozens of new models from every last agency in Man- 
hattan, Jacques Necker had rapidly chosen three girls. 
Particularly three girls from the same agency. They 
were the best of the Loring Model Management lot, 
exceptional girls, but not, no certainly not, unique. 
Nothing explained the haste of his choice, nor his 
impatient insistence that not one of her other sugges- 
tions could even be considered. 

She would have to be clever enough to find out why 
she had been sent on a scouting trip to New York when 
she could have accomplished everylhing Necker wanted 
merely by sending a fax to Loring Management with a 
request for photos. And why had that unpleasant, 
ungrateful female, Justine Loring, been overwhelmed 
neither with delight nor with any other positive emotion 
in spite of this gigantic plum falling into her lap? The 
agency owner had been angrily -and resentfully un- 
responsive. A series of grunts when handed the coup of 
a lifetime? An impossibly rude attitude? Hanging up on 
her? What kind of reaction was that? It was astonishing 


hut not something she intended to tell Necker, since 
she habitually tried to give him the impression that she 
had every aspect of a situation under control. 

No, watchful patience was required in an extreme y 
odd situation in which the oddest question of all was 


why Jacques Necker, one of the busiest of men, who ran 


an enormously complicated group of companies 
ordinarily delegated authority in a masterfu ’ 

should have concerned himself for more than 


minute in this relatively unimportant decisio^boutt^^ 




publicity attache? such tense 


eagerly about routine 


interest? 
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In addition to the mystery of had 

Gabrielle d’Angelle considered been 

reached far too high a level within GN f^ijctfro® 
asked to go to New York on this matter. Any . h. 
one of the couture houses could have worked 

In the twenty years Gabrielle d’Angelle a 
for GN, rising steadily from the typing pool to 
she held now as chief administrative assistant 
himself, she’d advanced herself with inte ig 
shrewdness and sheer hard work. At forty s ^ 
achieved a consummate polish, the impeccably 
and flawlessly groomed freshness of a woman vn 
family responsibilities to occupy her, a woman 
highly paid and has access to the best craftspeop ^ 

Paris. Yes, as Gabrielle d’Angelle glanced at herselt i 
the mltror, smoothing her casque of shining dark ^ 
that was cut to the perfect length for the shape of her 
face, approving of the cut of her new grey suit, she fe 
no satisfaction at her faultless image. The Lombardi 
contest left her feeling powerless, because she didn t 
know what u was really about. And the one rule that 

dominated her still unsatisfied ambition was that knowl- 
edge was power. 

irnporing GN building on v,cst th^AvOTue 

tain bis excitement. As be looked Possibly con 

him that tnimpcLs must be blowina tw ? }° 

firing from es'cry building, that the braneW^" 
trees that lined die avenue must nowbc of the bare 
white torches of chestnut blossoms that mol, 

Parisians. ^ spring to 

On the left he could see all the way 



Rond-Point of the Champs-Elysees, and 
below the Pl" ""'j away, the waters of the Seine 

JZ t /h 'n * flowed swiftly, reflecting the 
SI fo md bnihance of the |ky. Directly across were 

of and iron domes 

them Srlf ? Palais, and beyond 

Tuileries to th gardens of the 

uiienes to the Louvre itself. - . 

excitlS™! couldn't begin to satisfy his 

to Sold Hr? a celSion 
realized and wait ^ outside, Jacques Necker 

the inSStl V H't P^cAod 

fortherestoftht’a “"c“cy that he would be out 

to the s?rlet P"™' ^o™ 

ttith only random, for fifteen minutes, 

Tryashe wolilfi mind. Justine was coming! 

htalllf hlr ’ “fl^orb it. he couldn't make 

tolidhl 'V™ =* ■Pbe words had no 

midst nf ti- truth. All he could imagine, in the 

Tustinp’c tvere the things that could go -wrong, 

acrid ! K ^ou\d crash, he could be killed in a car 
the Tir ®te.she arrived . . . and -why not the end of 
Yq. s himself in exasperation, while 

Tndrl^ ^ ^ great fireball from outer space? 

J gment Day for everyone, not just himself? 

Jacques Necker’s basic good sense asserted itself and 
c to d himself that perhaps if he bought his daughter 
right now, before he let another hour go by, 
It f°und something to give her that had weight and 
tree dimensions, something tangible, he’d be able to 
feel and actually experience tlie amazing fact that she 
'N’as going to arrive in tliree daj's. 

Obviously, even though she’d never anstvered his 
letters, itcvereven read them. Justine now realized tliaf 
they would see each other, speak to each other. It tras 
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addition to 

Gabrielle d’Ar. n niystery of these questions, 
reached far she herself had 

asked to eo to NaJ v t within GN to have been 
one of the coum matter. Any stylist from 

In the twenty years^c accomplished it. 
for GN, rising steadiJv d’Angelle had worked 

she held now\s chief 

himself, she’d ad “™^”*strative assistant to Necker 

shrewdness and ^ herself with intelligence, 

achieved a consume,? “f.'‘ forty shl had 

and flawlessly eronm#.^ Impeccably finished 

aimly responsibilities _ r)f a woman without 

^^ghly paid and h^L? a woman who is 

Yes, as Gabn^He craftspeople of 

the mirror, smoothine glanced at herself in 

that cut to the perfect" rn" hair 

no sarkf cut of shape of her 

contest le?h” % fauldess^^i ^he felt 

hnow what it Powerles^^K^’ Lombardi 

dominated ^bout. Arid 

edge was power ” ambiti.^^ 

^ ^*’'^<^nwasthatknowl- 

As soon as he ^vas alone M , 

r.;po:r„ *gn rundt'""'-"- - “p 

Monotig^.. He 

January' day and wonderc^d this um Avenue 

lam his excitement. As he could 

him that trumpets must be Possibly con- 

t^he, „re,..t„t.. 

On the left he could see all the 
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tree-encircled Rond-Point of the Champs-Elysees, and 
on the right, only blocks away, the waters of the Seine 
below the Place de FAlma flowed swiftly, reflecting the 
gaiety and brilliance of the $ky. Direcdy across were 
the fantastic tum-of-the-century .glass and iron domes 
of the Grand Palais and the Petit Palais, and beyond 
*em the view stretched past the gardens of the 
Tuileries to the Louvre itself. - 
But Paris in ail its beauty couldn’t begin to satisify his 
excitement His view, starding as it was, had no relation 
to his mood. He had to get outside, Jacques Necker 
realized, and walk off some of his eladon. He punched 
e intercom, told his secretary that he would be out 
or rest of the day and took his private elevator down 

the street. 

He tvalked quickly, at random, for fifteen minutes, 
^th only one thought in his mind. Jmtine was coining! 
ly as he would, he couldn’t absorb it, he couldn’ t make 
imself believe it. was a reality. The words had no 
solidity, no ring of truth. All he could imagine, in the 
TOidst of his joy, were the things that could go wrong. 
Justine’s plane could crash, he could be killed in a car 
Occident before she arrived . . . and why not the end of 
the world, he asked himself in exasperation, while 
you’re about it? A great fireball from outer space? 
Judgment Day for everyone, not just himself? 

Jacques Necker’.s basic good sense asserted itself and 
be told himself that perhaps if he bought his daughter 
a present right now, before he let another hour go by, 
if he found something to give her that had weight and 
tlirec dimensions, something tangible, he’d be able to 
feel and actually experience the amazing fact that she 
Iras going to arrive in three days. 

Obviously, even though she'd never answered his 
ScUers, never even read them, Justine now realized that 
they would sec each other, speak to each other. It was 
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inevitable. No destiny could deny him that meeting. 

yer since he d learned of her existence, only months 

ago, he d known that it was absolutely essential for him 
to talk to her. 

He had to tell Justine that . he was more deeply 
asnamed of how he had treated her mother than he was 
o anything in his life. He had to tell her that for the 
past thirty-four years he’d blamed himself endlessly for 
aving deserted Helena Lorfng. They’d both been 
ha^dk students in New York, when she 

bH^d Zr He'd fled in a 

alone ^"^^^rHnd, leaving Helena 

cowardice His ^ could ever excuse his foul 

thrif: dese^'^’lf “tter, yet far less 
his darkest mom#- an accident, he thought in 

been unable to coiT * Nicole, had 

on a woman to wbo^^u ^ J^tigment on him, visited 

until her death sev#>f.r,i ^ been resolutely faithful 

Jacques NeSer^^^go. 
that he relied only on V^^^S^otis man. He thought 
prove. Now he found Jm? m and touch and 

he didn’t believe. Please God in whom 

show a little kindness to me let my daughter 

on t deserve it I only wantT”i*^ forgiveness, 

only child I ivill ever ha4 1^* ° her. sL is the 

a chance, if only to be with her Please give me 

hear her laugh. 'o look at her face, to 

He had photographs of Tustir, 
book of them, heartbreaking phott^P^^ob after scrap- 
lie pored each night, Jacques Neck^^I]f 
Icssl), but he knevv nothing about her help- 

die bare facts of her growing up to <=>ccc^t 

ftd business and lead a fife that had ■'^ucce&l 

marriage. He had not the slightest in.?^r ‘’^^^uded 
detail of her inner life, he possessed an^ 

"'’“’■'>8 but ,h! 
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pictures of a marvelously pretty little girl growing up 
into an alluring young beauty. How could she never 
nave mamed? He didn’t have any idea if Justine Avas 
ypy or not, and, for some reason he couldn’t under- 
to ask h^r important question he needed 


^ oblhious to any- 

tonrmt^v ^ ^ man without a scarf or 

erevnirr '^lond hair cut very short, with crisp 

at his temples; his blue eyes thoughtful, his 

thouSifV^" Noji'renchman, each woman 

and thp ^ ^ts^. Perhaps English, the tailoring surely, 
hair perhaps Norwegian or Swedish, the 

too a^c height? Perhaps a rich American? No, 

Aiuprio these crowded Paris street comers to be 

even <ri ’ matter how rich, too much at home to 
iiiiDnrt shop windows. But surely someone 

someone to reckon with, someone to dream 
Was P^’^haps even someone famous, for there 

attarh quality to his face even though no name 

e iteelf to the stranger who walked so quickly, 
dp M*" i°ohed around and found himself in the Rue 
cmceau, near the Parc de Monceau. Excellent, he 
ought, directing his steps toward a familiar doorway, 
o w ich a simple brass plaque read Rraemer et Cie. 

IS Would do perfectly. He rang the bell of the 
niagiiificent yet anonymous mansion with many tall, 
curtained ivindows looking' out on the quiet street. 

Is Monsieur Philippe at home?’, he asked the man- 
servant who opened the door. 

Of course. Monsieur Necker. Monsieur Laurent and 
Monsieur Olivier are here as well.’ 


‘Good.’ 

The , father and his two sons were among the most 
Important dealers in fine French furniture in the world. 
Nothing they possessed and displayed, in their nine 
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and objects,’ was less than perfect 
•iinrT.u was that in matters of antiques, 

done cic discriminate clearly about such ques- 

enticity, condition and artistic beauty, 
field ovr” *^deed attainable as it was in no other 
often Purhaps that of diamonds. And who, they 

judffmenf • other, would be so lacking in mellow 
iatef'," " J,f"g for beaucy. as to prefer to buy a 
could nnccrxBc matter how flawless, when they 

twenty matching Bouile cabinets for 

twokinjjsofFra«*^ ‘^^mets that had belonged to 

stones created bv^f^ would prefer to live with cold 
they could spend th passage of eons when 

stiapes of jrreat f,„. • the warmly glowing 

by men of genius? 

entering the recentiS,^^^ Philippe Kraemer 

ac(^ man ^ ^ twinkly-eyed, round- 

bushy eyebrows under^^^, ^«d exceptionally 

Lucicn Kraemer harf'?”'**'* Hi® grand- 

drinb “d let mt off"'*''* *' *" 

■No. Phi,i„„„ _ . "r you something 


Philippe no m aomethmg 

yes. But todav you 

time to chat.’^ 

‘No lime ,,, and 


How scriou.s is f surj Dea 

‘A prc.scm for a lad * tl 

‘Ah/ He paused In • 

most serious of aU buSn*''''*’^' see Of 
around.^' ^^tismess. i course. 1 

* Please * Merl-r-r- .. We Ic 

le.iie, iNcckcr an.swcred in^ 

one of the salons. He kn,... V ^‘‘denUy 

he had long collected greV/ 

b^tai French r.. "lately i 
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generations of Kraemers lived and did business there 
as well. Among them they occupied four apartments 
and they had installed tw'o elevators and an indoor pool, 
as well as the nine shotvrooms where their magical tvares 
filled every nook. 

‘Are you looking for something from the seventeenth 
century or the eighteenth century', my friend?’ Philippe 
Kraemer asked, for they carried no other merchandise. 

‘It doesn’t matter. I’ll recognise it when I see it,’ 
Necker said distractedly, threading his way between 
a gloriously inlaid Louis XV secretary and a gilded 
armchair made for Versailles, in order to inspect a clock 
that \sas cleverly hidden in a bronze-mounted celadon 
.vase. , . . . ■ 

‘Perhaps something small?’ Kraemer suggested. ‘For 
a gift an object is often the best choice. Furniture is less 
easy to place, unless, of course, you have the room in 
mind.’ 

" ‘Yes, you’re right,’ Necker answered absently, busily 
scouting about, picking up candlesticks, inkstands, 
boxes, decorative urns and vases, looking at them 
intently and then replacing them \vith a negative shake 
bf his head. He lingered for a contemplative minute 
over a Limoges chocolate service, and quickly ran his 
eye over, the wealth of small pictures, plaques and 
sconces that hung on the paneled walls. He walked from 
one salon to another in which nothing was for s^e that 
had been made after 1799, seeing dozens of rare pieces 
he might be tempted to buy for himself, but nothing 
right for Justine. 

Kraemer, preserving a courtly silence, followed him 
in growing wonder. This was not the Jacques Necker he 
knew who sometimes returned four or five times to 
spend hours slowly wilting aroimd a single piece of 
furniture, examining it with a true collector’s knowl- 
edge, before committing himself to its purchase. Today 



he was like an uncertain child let loose in a ^ L 
j 4 .^ -4 /-Uni re. He had air ; 


unable to settle down to a single choice. He 
turned down a hundred objects that any wo 


earth would be enchanted to receive. 


I knew 


*Ahr Necker stopped abruptly. ‘Here it is. || 
you’d have the perfect thing.’ He pointed at a ^ 
writing desk, a piece of cabinet making that loo 


writing aesK, a piece or caoincL w.. — • n It 

if it could have floated into the Kraemers mansio 
was delicate beyond delicacy, and rich beyond ric 
for it was ornamented wherever ornamentation c 
be placed so that the richly carved wood had ^ 
disappeared. The upper level of the desk and ^ 
front panels of its drawers were covered with m 
medallions of Sevres porcelain in pastel shades of pn^ ’ 
green and blue on which a wealth of small flowers an 
wreaths had been magnificently painted. ‘This is rig 
for her, those are her colors.’ 

Kraemer said nothing, gazing reflectively at the piece 
he had just bought at auction in Geneva. It was a 
bonheur-du-jour, a boudoir writing desk, made in the 
middle of the 1700s, shortly before the death of its 
owner, Madame de Pompadour. The desk was among 
the most perfect examples of furniture created in a time 
when every' single one of the great ebenistes of France 
had devoted themselves to pleasing the exacting, ex- 
quisite taste of the marquise who had long ruled the 
heart of Louis XV. ^ 

•Y« • Nockcr said in dnlight, n,„„i„g his hands 
carcMly over the surface of the desk. •It's a perfect si«. 
Small enough to go anywhere. Philippe, can you please 
have tins sent at once> Here, ril write down the name 
nnd address. It s to go as soon as possible, by air, you 
understand, with a councr, to New York. Can vo'u do 
thaft Good. Do you have a pk™ card, Philipp 

*“':’:;;d ptp;-"':'/” -ote a 


.short message. 


m the center drawer 


of the desk. ‘Now, forgive me, but I have to get back to 
the ofBce.’ Necker shook hands hurriedly with the 
antiques dealer and strode back through the salons. 

As Kraemer heard the front door close behind 
Jacques Necker he realized tha^ unthinkably, his old 
friend had not even bothered to ask the price or the 
provenance. This particular desk, he told himself, would 
have given him many a delightful hour as he recounted 
tts history to the nurhbers of people among his exalted 
clients who would admire it but who, on - reflection, 
^vould find that even they did not choose to spend quite 
so many thillions on such a small piece, no matter how 
^eai its delicate charm. This gem had been installed ‘ 
>n his showrooms only two days ago, no one in Paris 
had yet seen it, and now, poof, it was gone. And to New 
ork! Of course, he’d ahvays said, that buying the best 
v-as a good investment at any price, but decidedly there 
Were disadvantages in having to sell. He felt as if 
someone had just kidnapped a lovely woman he’d only 
now met. 

hut, on the other hand, how good it was to see a man 
he liked and admired so madly in love. 



After Justine gave me the Job of assomnung ^ 
i\e\v models so that \v(! could tell (hem the a 
news about Paris, 1 was immobilized for at 
minutes. 1 just stood there, right inside my offu ^ 
deep breaths, muttering caramha\ like a mat 
ip'iixg to regain my composure -> Justine had g : 
the surprise of my young life. Finally 1 emerg 
managed to give rapid instructions to the bookt 
were, at Vast. \)usy at their computers. 

thev’vj* Hi" \ get Jordan in here the i 

to nick ttiT they’re doing, send Towi 

ask me wtim Kiviug no one a chan 

booker Rlancod ;« m" wUh Vr‘' ‘'"V 

^■oil hod boon dr.«™ bel«crm?’’ 
scene. I felt as ifl were muddn I . ^ t ' 

agency, and even-one in it . ^ as if the entr 

transparent scrim and I xi'rator^ behind,;^ 

distanced from it all, only an oW,x 

1 kept ttying to process the , t . 

Necker’s daughter - i reaUy.cd tb\, it 
because she said 

anything. Not sunmsc, not uomnl rn^ • ^ 

long^hc’d known or how it had 

in a paralysis of nstonishment too deco ^ 

for any othm" emotions, allow roon 

Somchou’ I to operate on automi 

• y . ^^ttopiioi until al 

% ■ M 



three of the girls were sitting in Justine’s ofTice, Tlicy 
looked apprehensive, for it was unprecedented to be 
picked up right after finishing a job and driven back to 
the agency. Wien they saw both of us is'aiting for them, 
heaven knoivs what they thought they’d done wrong. 

But Justine didn’t keep them in suspense. 

‘Tinker, April, Jordan, you’ve all been picked to go 
to Paris for the Lombardi show,’ she told them, forcing 
a big smile. ‘Congratulations. We’re thrilled for all of 
you.’ 

They did that sort of tribal thing that girls do when 
they vAn the Miss America Contest - or a Miss Weight 
Lifting Contest for that matter - hugging and kissing 
and crying and jumping up and down, wailing, ‘Oh no, 

1 don’t believe it!’ over and over again. Justine sat there 
and watched them without expression while I restored 
order, 

‘Ladies, ladies, sit down and listen,’ I shouted. Tech- 
nically models are always called ‘girls’ but I address 
them as ‘ladies’ whenever 1 get a chance, just to re- 
mind them that there’s a whole other world out there. 
Ladies! Okay, now there are a lot of details we won’t 
bother you with right- now, but Justine is going to be 
■with you in Paris the whole time so you have nothing 
. to worry about. You’ll leave New York three days from 
now and you’ll have two weeks to get to know the city 
nnd work mth Lombardi. Let your families know right 
away and be sure to pack your warmest clothes. You’re 
prohibited from going out of town or . even out on a 
date, not one, from now on. Forget about men and 
- consider yourselves grounded until the plane takes off. 
And I mean that very, very seriously- Grounded! 

I watched them closely, waiting for the one who was 
going to start in sniveling about having to say good-bye 
to her boyfriend or her mother. Not an eye blinked, 
not a smile dimmed. Necker, forget his reasons, had 
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gotten himself three very ambitious girls, I thought, 
avoiding Justine’s grim eyes and frozen face. 


Last night Justine called me into her office. 

‘All packed?’ I asked her. ‘Ready to leave tomorrow. 
She’d been avoiding me for the last few days, mthoug 
she should have known better than to think I d try to 
drag any more information out of her. Now I was jus 
waiting anxiously for her to go to Paris and get t is 
whole thing over with. She couldn’t hide from her 
father forever, and maybe Necker would prove not 
to be the monster she considered him. To be honest, 
I was rooting for a change in her attitude towar 
dear old Dad. How bad can a guy be who cooks 
up a twelve-million-dollar scheme just to get a look at 
you? 

Obviously Justine too must be feeling better about 
this whole thing, I thought with relief as I entered her 
office and felt a lighter, more relaxed atmosphere in 
the air. My old buddy was coming back to normal, I 
decided, as 1 glanced at her. 


She looked up at me as I brandished the screwed-up 
booking file I’d taken away from one of the bookers 
who was almost in tears. It belonged to one of our stars 
who’d just had the nerve to book out for three weeks 
merely to get married. If you ask me, the very concept 
of a right to a honeymoon should be specifically for- 
bidden in every model s contract. 

‘Surprise!’ J^tine said, crinkling her eyes at me in a 
bigger smile than I d seen on her face since Gabrielle’d 


phoned. 

"f' ' /'> ‘he surprises I can 

handle for 1994 and it s s 11 the first week of the vear ’ 
‘You're going to Paris, Frankie. Tomorrow.’ 

•You know I can’t possibly come with you and holrf 
your hand. Somebody s got to ivatch the store * 


36 


‘Oh, don’t worry, I’ll cany' on, right here,’ she said 
with a shit-eating grin. 

TOU CAN’T NOT GO!’ 

‘Says who?’ , 

I sputtered away with a list of good reasons until I 
realized that I didn’t have a chance of changing her 
mind. As far as Justine \vas concerned, she’d been most 
basely and crassly deceived, and she owed Necker less 
than nothing. To give her credit, she presented me 
with two new suitcases filled wth clothes, she’d gone 
to buy for me at Donna Karan, things she told me 
were necessary for my trip and my new official position 
as duenna to our girls. Apparently my comfortable 
dancer’s clothes that Justine had forced herself to 
endure for so long were no longer suited to represent 
the agency, not quite ‘grown-up’ as she put it, trying to 
be tactful, as if I didn’t know how much she disapproved 
of the way I dressed. 

All I had to do Avas go home and pack my cosmetic 
case, she told me brighdy. How was I going to explain 
to Necker? Simple. She planned to fire off a fax to 
'^’Aogelle that Avould reach Paris after we were safely en 
route, saying that a bad ear infection prevented her 
from flying and she was sending me in her place. 
Everybody knew .you couldn’t fly with an ear infection, 
her own doctor had assured her of that when she called 
him, looking for the most convincing medical copnout 
she could plead short of putting herself into a full body 
cast. 

What could I say in the end? First of all, Justine was 
my boss and she was giving me orders. In addition, 
wouldn’t you have decided that, since there was nothing 
you could do about it, flying off to Paris simply had to 
be more of a kick than staying behind in New York? So 
help me, I had almost forgiven Justine before she 
finished explaining. Those suitcases — from the second 
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I learned about them I’d been busy wondering if 
weanng Donna Karan might not be a seriously good 
c^eer move after a lifetime of leotards and leg warmers, 
guess I d always been too cheap to spring for a whole 
Okay. I’m easy. . 

nil ^ ^^^ched our cruising altitude, according to the 
pnot s announcement, when I put the copy of Allure I’d 
-j- rooding over in the seat pocket in front of me 

closed, thinking how 
is a real Mitchell. I don’t even know if there 

if therf» ?<s named John Paul Mitchell, but 

eyes You f K^t him good, right between the 

his predicts, usually in 
tossing around of the head of a model 

grow on anv hu Jnscious that it could not possibly 

candy, or pull om^K ^ Hair you want to eat, like 
'vrites that stuff? f*^ndfuL And the copy - who 

the sea. Living in that is free-flowing like 

shadows. Fit, vibrant hght; dancing in its 

y the elements of omt-iT ’ ' ^t>urished and cared for 
^^'^f'rithme doe^^^' Mitchell 

^h^dows? How can h rhumba and cha-cha 

*^‘’^ing for a *ht,’ as if it had muscles 

do I get om^ hiathlon? 

Helmut Newtek; bnuS™ > «„ , faitlie, ever 

pom with overexcited Doh j'"^“^SentIy at 

in Chanel? Ghermans slobh not-so-soft 

Once a month I claim over girls 

through all the new magazine^ ?''^’''^gaUve ^ 

would you hcHtwe that the and f 
ihiny-threc dollars by tfie tim^''- ^^’‘an ~ 

pttlling out every picture I can hcr^^ 
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working in Europe. Any booker could do that job of 

compcdtion and 

e new direcoons of European hairstylists and makeup 
York ’ daring than those in New 

°f my P»ol Mitchell 
you about circumstances I’ll tell 

inaH model has ever made me feel 

me ^ 'ditchell ad will set 

cheese om '“P f™'" g°mg >>ome and 

anwhere f of hair to find out if it’s 

say'ftis much*y°i*’^'"®i *^®^d’°'«ng like the sea. I’ll 
acLptable " °"®’ "®’’' “ my '^'s an 

look cloleir- Z t™™ m it if you 

evidence oPviK ^ sparkling diamond-like 

of it which is ~ f demand 

to my lost art I ^ serve as an homage 

ourEarS’ t ofed upon the ‘elements of 

trick. shampoo seems to do the 

mLZa^teTl’ve ° front of the 

Mitchell Sr 1 ^ ’t't™ P^ttl 

got S f7hrJ m ’mot' that I’ve 

PromiLnZS '"disputably Italian, the most 

definitely ari« "''"der, high, arched. 

Honest to G^dWaSp'" ^uropean way. It’s a Real 
Paul Mitchell’s Mmost a Sophia Loren nose - 

thar T t copywriter would have to give it at least 

t moreZ”'' " *hole heU of a 

But dicing than my hair. 

‘live in Han^^ question, does this face 

'yfj f^ght’ - Paulie, kiddo, we don’t 

a% capi^ize the word ‘harmony’ - there you’ve eot 
me. How the hell do I know? It’s bathroom^S^hT Fm 
looking at myself in, not outdoor lieht. and ^ ^ 

-ch a neuual word. It’s cerjnty Zt “t1Zhe"id 
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haraom“om”hick?N?h°nev^'^"'^®’ 

aslTmrevr^’sT^h ! ‘’^“tiful^rrbusto^s often 

surrounded by^mod P get ‘depressed’ being 

it as an^i i of the time. They don’t 

imagine they’d feeUfth h the way they 

my formative years my job. The fact is that 

have given me a r-J ^ “^ucing years, from six to twenty, 
almost no woman tinderstanding of models that 

I too, like any sucr^? r ^^P^^ted to have. As a dancer 
tvithout studXff. I r model, had aced all the tests 
P^fection. Oh, lordv horn genetically designed to 

m possess alUhe ‘o® well how it felt 

It. nght stuff without having worked for 

^bool, I accepted^af senior year in high 

sfnrf*^ ^ of a H ^ Jttilliard Dance Depart- 

aonr*^^’ ^'^locted from ^ ^ hundred 

to all over the ^ ^^tisands of would-be 

typewaiTtv. ^''aluation°T^”*^^ wanted to go 

a^d my body 

and tremenH^*^^*^^ mm-out, an *^^tra-long arms 

dancer’s idcar^^ P^’«^ibility supple back 

but during my dan.-°” °^<^motion important 

tlirec years at Jm-JIiard”? Particuli?^ immodest, 

pride, ‘ ’ high as a kit ^“”ng my 

So no, the an.stvcr to how If, unearned 

I rcnlizc deep in my ven^ m i 

nnd lignments ftiat it is ^ Severi? I* 

when my girl is bom having ht u?“"" «roTc'’on "“t’ 
jackpot site needs for her work. I knn'’®"'™^'' 
not rra/tennW, f„r creating a .single o " ’^oaXl 
and tnagica, connecions^of .herfZ'r:[, >>'0 
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I have a theory that when every girl child is bom, a 
multitude of fairies gather around her crib, the fairies 
in charge of distributing perfect skin and great legs, the 
fairies who hand out symmetrical noses and full lips, 
the fairy of wide eyes, the fairies of chinlines, of ■ 
cheekbones, of beautiful hands and long waists. Every 
once in a great while, one time in tens of millions, 
every last one of the fairies - with, the frequent excep- 
tion of the tooth fairy - will decide to bestow her 
particular gift on just one baby and of those few babies, 
some will grow up healthy in Ae Western world, and of 
these little females, some will become models. It’s not 
abnormal that this happens, it’s just the random way 
natuire, and fairies, work. 

I equate any model’s looks as no more unfair a 
blessing than my tmly great feeL I have the most 
remarkable, long and lovely feet, thin feet, strong feet, 
ivith a perfect arch and magnificent toes. Important 
toes. Even the pinkie toes stretch straight in line with 
the others. I’m not quite five-feet-seven and my feet are 
a wondrous size tenl If it hadn’t been for my accident, 
those feet might well have been my launching pad to 
dance stardom. 

I hadn’t grown into all this, of course, when I was six 
and started studying dance with Maqorie Mazia, who 
had a studio out in Sheepshead Bay, not even a mile 
from where 1 lived with my parents in Brooklyn. 

Maijorie had been a great Martha Graham star in her 
day - her husband was Woody Guthrie, an oddball fact 
that always thrilled me — and I studied with her for eight 
exciting, dedicated years. I ^vas so skinny that most of 
my classmates made fun of me, but I knew that for a 
dancer skinny was good, so I held my big nose high, 
trod proudly on my big feet, and ignored them. 

During high school I went to the Martha Graham 
School in Manhattan, taking the sub^vay into the city 
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ter school and doing my homework on the way. It was 
Magorie Mazia who encouraged me to continue my 
e ucation at Juilliard after I graduated from Abraham 
inco n, the best arts-oriented public high in Brooklyn, 
waved off the flight attendant offering more cham- 
pagne and wondered if everyone is like me about plane 

tVi ^ myself evaluating my life on any flight 

mat lasts over an hour. Perhaps it’s because of the slight 

Amrs Can’t totally 

holH T feeling of a long plane flight took 

thinirs i rr *^^mk how lucky I’ve been with most 
onlv 'vith my beloved parents whose 

‘“d to stick on me, 
always irkpn name with which I was baptized, 

seSX Z tZZZ -"-t. dutifol and 

young thaunlrmljeh," ™ 

On the first dav r.r r communion, 

everyone my name was FiJ Lincoln I told 
about it, but it stuck Mv ^ a lot of kidding 

transformation, but as" weren’t thrilled by this 

everything 1 did wa^ marepf,!’ thinking 

conceived after their Uventietif ’ ^ 
given up hope. Ma was fortv ^”*^^'’^csary when they’d 
was born, so naturally I hfty when I 

Dalai Lama. My folks both died^r ^P a future 
accident on the Amalfi drive Th "" in a car 

about it was that they were toiren? ^hing merciful 
I still live in the .six-room c^on n*"' 
apartment house on Brighton ionrh'^ a nice 

boardtvulk just before it turns into C ' ^''^‘^^ooking the 
the ninth floor, with an cndlc.ss vi ^®^and. It’s on 
There’s a balcony big enough for ®cean. 

night, when I sit out there and lisJen at 

crashing below, with the gulls sweeping "’aves 

the smell of the ocean fre.sh in my fac^ head, 

•incl thr. ... ’ 
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above, I can easily believe I’m on my own yacht. Justine 
considers it a scandal that I’m still living in Brooklyn. 
She believes I’d be better off in a tiny, overpriced, chic 
little place in Manhattan, because she refuses to under- 
stand what a great neighborhood this is. 

My parents were passionate beach people and they 
turned their back on Avenue X, the Italian Neigh- 
borhood nearby, to settle here, where you can take the 
elevator straight down to the lobby and find yourself a 

name for the part of 
tne beach opposite our house. Jetties break the surf so 
me swirling is fine and the sand is white powder that 
never sucks to your skin. What can the East 70s offer to 
compare to my place? 

^ growing up this was an almost totally 
th ^ ’^^'ghtjorhood, and since my father didn’t think 
e nearest Catholic school %vas chzdlenging enough for 
ancing darling, he sent me to Lincoln, where I was 
nieumes the only kid in class on Jewish holidays. My 
ne ^tensely serious crush in high school was on a 
wis guy, but when I got married, the single biggest 

T ^ ™y n Catholic, and a moody 

inshman at that. 

grow up realizing, wthout being 
n , that the world is full of males you must never take 
sermusly? Males who should only be let out in public 
yuto ‘not even once’ tattooed on their foreheads? Why 
IS It that you can sniff out the ■wrong guy any one of 
your friends is dating and yet fail utterly to recognize 
your particular doom when he comes along? 

Mine w^ named Slim Kelly. He ^vas, and is, a very 
good sportswnter for the Daily News, and the last time 
I saw him he looked like a young Pat Riley: intense, 
poetic, powerful. Face it, I didn’t have a chance. Slim 
\vas intoxicating until about six months after we got 
married, when his moods began to get to me. Three 
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years later, when we got divorced, we were both so tired 
out by the effort to stay together that the only thing we 
ar^ed over was the custody of Big Ed, our favorite 
neighborhood bar. We tossed a coin and I won. Since 
then, almost a year ago. I’ve been living, by choice I 
assure you, in a state of chastity, abstinence or celibacy, 
whichever term turns you on, 

I m off men, all men. 


But yith custody of Big Ed, who needs them? My 
socia^ ife is provided for ~ which really drives Justine 
up the wall. She knows that Big Ed is my version of 
uneers and she foresees a future in which I become an 
unmarried fixture there. 

The thing ^at makes Big Ed indisputably the best 

M^exicln ”=‘PP>' ^ 

rihc nnri K of barbecued baby back 

them liben.IIy'in'a.rbtae ch«s 

to calm them down enoug-h m “““ 

out that Buffalo wines have n f 

me since my divorce^but I u f ' 

going to bc^cliSe, you'd hSm^u 

you’ll turn nasty. SomLmes shtT ^ substitute or 

me as if I were one of our ^ tendency to treat 

pounds could be a court-maniat off^nsr^””" '''' 

I ^vlsh my mind hadn’t drifted to n «• , • 

usual, even in first class, it took S '^tigs: as 

stopped pouring drinks and served 

Now I feel better, after two portion. ocV • 
two helpings of caviar, not just ^ 8:ras and 

Callender’s ;ts well. ^ O'vn, but Maude 

Maude, who plunked herself down h 
takeoff - our little Paris-ljound band has”T*°^ 
cabin to itself - is generous with anytl"'* ^ fiu;t-class 
because she's on a lifetime deprixtuion din»^^ fattening 

'ct -so that she’ll 

Jt M 



you consider'' *2^^’ '^=''’yust as well when 
cus,„„.„ade coTmmert?o <^»dy 

dothes. She weaR pants “adenf r''"®i ‘° ‘rolled 

*nught as if she were BeJ fin?®’ ^ 

oluborate vests; ruffled shi«! entmmell; frock coats- 
0 called a four-in-hand Si! I imagine would' 

A^n ^1, nevS"h;^'':^^ ?T ^™shed 

pout legs and the nerve , ™ “c anyone with her 
'■ocoming a professionaT „ *<= burden of 

"““gh to be a Sr™''=>'"y- Maude has rer^e 
something left ove^r Pmuonality and still h 
. Maude be^f:*'' *u weekends 

^beiMlle. the publJh™ of “P Maxi 

decide?? ? Lombardi mo^l ^ ^ot so 

'vall-to- 

'“o ^itvr-'' -St. h" rch''“i 

W“ude issitti.;gne«ne®wS“f°""*>^ P’“" ^t 

iL in order to Lave a row 

^ waiting for the main As 

ever-so-casual questlrir,- k she started in with an 

ones who don’t have ^L, 

cocaine and speed I anorexia all live on 

uo^e they s^'o.1;^’::^.'™ » t^l ber. Andot 

The fact is that there alwa^ fl _ 

are some girls on drugs 
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and there always will be. If it’s a serious problem *ey 
ruin their health and eventually their looks. 
way to this inevitable destination, they become difticu 
to work with; arrive late for jobs; say nasty things to e 
other gitls; turn uncooperative wjth the photdgrapi^ts, 
and within months, sometimes years, depending on hov. 
much dope they’re doing, their bookings taper oft, no 
matter how beautiful they are. 

As for the top girls - the so-called supermodels or 
megamodels, or maybe we should all fall down an 
worship and call them Deities - they’re deeply into 
serious upkeep and fitness, for their careers depen 
entirely on their staying on top of their game. I’ve never 
known one who didn’t have a personal trainer; almost 
every one of them wore braces for years — because oi 
that hard-to-please tooth fairy, perfect teeth aren t 
automatically included in genetic luck - and calls her 
mother once a day. And, for what it’s worth, they each 
own a minimum of a half dozen leather jackets, too 
many jeans to count and an average of seventy of those 
Azzedine Alala bondage dresses that all look more or 
less the same to me. 


The part about ^ling home has always puzzled me 
a bit - how ran there be so many good dLghters? ' 
but I assume it s because they’re so youne ^ 

In the last three days, since we heard from d'Angelle, 
I’d often wondered who at GN h^rt z-v. 

Nyquist, Jordan Dancer and Tinker OcK 
tJelty hiad shoo, jusdne sent, wiht™, 

someone we don’t know? Whoever j"' .=7=" 

our three tallest girls; Tinker and Jordan 
feet, eleven inches, and April’s half an inch*: 
cither of them, just under six fecc What’s 
seemed to have been chosen for contrast iiw 
ad. April the blond Viking. Jordan the d^kS*'' d 

4ft 


‘woman of color’ and Tinker the redhead. In any case, 
new though they may all be, each of our girls is still 
gorgeous enough to hold her own physically on any 
runway Paris has to offer. 

After all, any busy New York agency sees about seven 
thousand girls a year, of whom some thirty are picked 
to go through a training and grooming process. At the 
end of that time, only four or five of them are finally 
signed to a contract, and the vast majority of those girls 
will never become stars. Even among the stars, only five, 
right now, are internationally famous and still at their 
peak; Claudia, Linda, Kate, Naomi and Christy. And I’m 
far from sure that everybody knows Christy’s last nzune 
is Turlington; Go know! It’s all such a crapshoot. 

Take April Nyquist, for example, sitting across the 
aisle. She comes from Minneapolis, the natural-blond 
capital of the United States. There are people who 
might ask, ‘Why April, out of all the blonds in Min- 
neapolis?’ For one thing, the Scandinavian gene pool, 
undiluted for tens of thousands of breeding years, that 
went into producing April’s treasure of buttercup yellow 
hair, would make Paul Mitchell cry with joy. In addition 
April seems to breath air that is fresher than the air 
available to the rest of us, and her clas^sically perfect 
features are relieved only by an unexpectedly endear- 
ing, ever-so-slightly crooked smile that makes her look 
even younger than her nineteen years. 

April’s been working from the first day she left the 
training program, although not nearly as much as 
Justine and I would have liked, because April’s type is 
deeply regal and regal is ahvays a hard sell to advertisers. 

*\Vhat sort of living arrangements do most models 
have?’ Maude asked me in her low, confidential voice, 
as if she were telling the a secret instead of trying to 
find out to what degree they were sluts. 

‘As far as I know, they live alone in New York or tliey 


live with their boyfriends, about fifty-fifty,’ I 
‘And a few of them live with a roommate. I 
like being treated as the statistical expert of mode s 
behavior, but I’d been in the business long enoug to 
know what I was talking about, and better that Mau e 
got it from me than from somebody else. 

The flight attendant arrived with lobster, carefu y 
removed from its shell. I looked at Maude expectan y 
but apparently lobster was okay on her diet. I addresse 
mine with concentration, after observing Jordan 
Dancer, who was sitting next to April, wave hers away 
■with an imperious gesture and unwrap the container o 
health food she’d brought on board. , 

Jordan, when she’s serious, calls herself ‘black, 
although one day when we were horsing around, she 
informed me that her skin was the subtle honey-browH 
color of a young alder tree when the sunlight hits it- 1 
told her that I doubted she’d ever spent a night in a 
forest and 1 thought her skin was more the color of an 
herb tea I favor called Autumn Garden with milk and 
sugar added, but I wasn’t about to bicker about tech- 


Justine and I both cherished high hopes that Jordan 
would become the first tm^ i i uj^l j 

who finally and conclusively ° of 

color is a.s unqucsfioningly aL^^s-tV. ^ woman 

as a Caucasian. Jordan - thinV commercia 

suntan - had the potential to be ^^’’dner with a 
woman who simply transcends colo^*^^” ^ ^ beautiful 
Jordan’s uventy-two. the daughter i 

in the Army, a Cornell graduate who colonel 

and minored in art history. She’s in French 

sophisticated far beyond the usual ne^^r^’ "mature and 
usual iwcnty-two-ycarold. Tltcre’s a totat^* *^he 

bones, ycl, tvhen Mook at her, I ,^^^Snity in her 
kisses. ®^rt blotving 
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Jordan had finished her health food and composed 
hepelf for sleep before I glanced her ivay again. I 
enjoyed looking at her and calculating the amazing 

T composed: 

^ched o^ eyebrows over miraculously deep eyelids- 

nosK ”1 T ™’’ exqSsiL"™! 

oval mouth small, straight nose; and a sultry 

Hra, • T. ' outlines of her eyes and lips were 

models' D^o ^ Caucasian 

S hi Her hair was a rich 

Jordan?’ ^ anybody would ever ask, "Why 

you but whispered, ‘don’t 

conspiracy to makp'°” nothing more than one giant 
closeJs’ A lotS n unhappy ivith what’s in their 
uiake s intimidation to 

‘Lii„ unnecessarily?’ 

'vorldwide thank nioney is spent on fashion, 
uot war. that’s 

my^statfsti^SS*^^’* dubiously, although 

mills'^ doh^^i’ women spend over three 

-profit ^^one,’ I said, 

descendi^pW^T°^^ knows that,’ she told me, con- 
own nreiiid '^buid see that Maude was bringing her 
diat^vain’t^^’^^ ‘Innocents Abroad’ story, but 

Osborn was ^ P^°blem. On the other hand. Tinker 

luSnP^'"? ^ emotional history anc 

altVi } ^uew tiiat her success was problematic 

greater potntial°" """ 

Tinker’s test shots had sent us into a trance. Glamoui 
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is real, 2ind she had it. Charm is real, and she had it. 
The particulars of her looks are all but irrelevant, 
masses of vaguely wavy, long, pale-red hair, almost 
a coral color, the color that Venetian women were 
working on five centuries ago, sitting on their rooftops 
in the sun with henna or some such muck on their roots, 
perfect skin; and vast, silver grey eyes. Moonriver eyes 
I called them. They express more soul, more mystery, 
more edge than April or Jordan will ever have. Her eyes 
make you want to really know her, ask her questions, 
watch her live. Yet Tinker’s face, without makeup, is the 
perfect blank canvas, like an albino chameleon on white 
paper. Makeup artists will worship at her feet. 

Tinker comes from Tennessee, where she became a 
star of the kids’ beauty pageant circuit at the age of tvvo, 
growing up under the inhuman pressure that those kids 
are subjected to. 

She continued to win pageants until she turned 
twelve when Tinker, no Brooke Shields, hit the awkward 
age. with a crash, entering adolescence in a hormonal 
shitstorm that included acne and a huge weight gain, 
oo a most six years until she grew out of it, and 

"ad no school friends to 
suffer adolescence along with her; no school achieve- 
ments, just, thank God, an intere<:i she 

depended on more and mn?. f reading that she 

the only world she’d knoivn. 

‘During my senior year in hirri, 
me. frowning, ‘I darld to . 

again and try out makeup and hcaLv?^'°" magazine 
got the idea that maybe. Just maybe 


identity back, maybe I could model f ^ •^ould get my 
become a winner again. That’.s whv 1°^ ’Magazines and 
I don’t remember if i groano^”^^ here.’ 
just internally. Of all the reasons for loud or 

model, a search for identity was ilit* to be a 

""orst. Any kind of 
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ambition was acceptable to me, from acbie\ing world- 
wide adulation to serial marriage tvith rock stars. Some 
of the most successful and strongest girls are in the 
business simply for the money and that strikes me as 
the best motive, of all. But identity! No way. It’s only , 
common sense to know that a job based on something 
as fleeting as looks will never give any girl an identity 
she can count on. 

Justine and I realized how emotionally fragile Tinker 
^vas. However we knew that she tvas determined enough 
to go on making the agency rounds until someone else 
signed her. At that point we decided that we’d take her 
on and protect her as much as possible, 

. Tinker had barely graduated from our training pro- 
gram when Gabrielle d’Angelle came caHing. Justine and 
I would have preferred GN to tap any of our other models 
than Tinker. This was a girl who’ d never set foot on a 
runway; She hadn’t even started to build a career and 
now she’d have to do an haute couture fashion show in 
the electric atmosphere of the spring collections. The 
very last thing she needed was to flop in the glare of 
publicity surrounding the new Lombardi face. Yet there 
was nothing we could do. GN had made its choice. 

At least she’ll see Paris. 

May I have another lobster?’' 

Right behind me, occupying two seats, one for him, 
one for the cameras he deemed too important to let 
out of his sight, I heard Mike Aaron getting, without 
even saying please, the second lobster I’d been too 
restrained to ask for. Naturally Mike Aaron hadn’t 
recognized me. He’d been a senior at Lincoln during 
my freshman year. He’d been the captain of the football 
team and the captain of the basketball team and the 
editor of the yearbook and president of the photo club 
and president of his class. He'd been light years beyond 
' a legend. 



Mike Aaron was the guy I’d had that crush on all 
rough high school. Now, all those years later, I have 
to admit that it was more than a crush. I’d loved Mike 
ron or years and years after he’d graduated and 
isappeared, loved him with a hopeless, wild, adolescent 
^ I ever felt for my 

-yi , > Slim Kelly, on his best day. How could any 

^ been so dumb? 

to arrogant son of a bitch he’d turned out 

the t at I d encountered him again. I didn’t like 
on him t of amusement I could all but smell 
watched' ti- * ^ ^ bke his power to charm that I’d 

practiced i^front f ^ 

himself into ^ nurror until he’d hypnoozea 

big salty grin”^«r k”^u- natural. I didn’t trust his 

^ o n or his bicr. i u his 
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Peaches Wilcox lay flat on. her back on the carpet of 
her bedroom in the Plaza-Athenee hotel, holding a 
hand mirror directly above her face and scrutinizing 
her image intently. Very slowly, using only her fornvid- 
able stomach mtiscles, she rose until she was in a sitting 
position, never taking her eyes from the mirror. Finally 
she permitted herself a satisfied smile. 

Her features, viewed in the prone position and the 
sitting position, looked exactly the same, just as Df H. 
had promised in New York, two months ago. No section 
of facial skin or muscle had undergone a change as the 
pull of gravity worked on them. Of course, she knew 
better than to look at herself with the mirror on the 
floor as she bent over it. That was one sure way to ruin 
her day. How many women realized that the often- 
scorned missionary' position took fifteen years off a gal s 
face? Only a really young thing could afford to be seen 
when she was on top with eveiy'thing hanging dowri, no 
matter what improved friction the astride position 
provided. , 

It had been a good long while since she d ha at 
horsey luxuiry. Peaches reflected, as she rang for er 
maid to bring the herb tea, grapefruit and dry woe 
wheat toast that made up her breakfast. Yes, mdeed, 
there were a fe\s' things money couldn’t buy, not evert 
with the five hundred million that darlin jimmy had 
left her free and clear, with no horrid nonsense about 
trusts tliat would have given her only the income to 



spend. With no children to provide for, with the Wdcox 
Foundation already f^tided, Jimmy d wan ^ 
have everything money could buy. She J j 

than her fair share, as Jimmy knew: good Jareest 

skin - which was, let it never be forgotten, tn ^ 
organ ... .lic ijody — good hair, and a glorious 
he’d wanted to ensure her a happy future. 

Poor darlin’ Jimmy died without knowing ^ ^ ^ 

things existed that no amount of money 
Peaches searched her mind for something tan^ 

M aircraft carrier, a national park an 
citizenship came to mind. She had more than en 
real estate, thank you, she got seasick in a rowbcw ^ 
she’d never want to be anything but a Texan. ^ 
they said, it was the intangibles that counted. 
having only happy dreams and being forty-six agai ^ 
Both were equally impossible. Nightmares happen^ 
from time to time, even to her, in spite ^ j 
conscience, and her forty-seventh birthday ^ 
arrived, unmentioned and unwelcome, two weeks ago* 
Youth was as unattainable as the possession of Marco 
Lombardi, who should, by all rights, be nailed down 
with long, rusty nails on a hot stove in eternal hell for 


what he was doing to her. 

It was downright humiliating at best for a woman who 
■was entertained by everybody who mattered to be 
languishing for an Italian dress designer unknown as 
yet, and twelve years younger than she. And wouldn’t 
you know he’d be so notoriously gorgeous that it was 
an obv-iously pathetic lapse in taste to go for him? Yep. 
a reversal of passion, there was another thing money 
couldn’t buy. Peaches brooded. There was no other 
word than passion for how she fell about Marco If only 
he weren’t straight this would never have happened, 
she thought as she put on her leotard. 

Peaches McCoy Wilcox just did not hax,emAn trouble 
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she told herself firmly as she began the obligatory 
stretching and mat routine before starting a half hour 
on one of the identical Nordic-Track machines tliat she 
kept in each of her four homes as ts’ell as in any hotel 
in which she planned to stay for more than a night. 

Starting with her daddy, who’ d o^vned every Caddy 
dealership from Houston to Dallas, she’d had good luck 
Avith men. Her parents had blessed her rvith adoring 
brothers and no troublesome sisters, she’d had a string 
of boyfriends so persistent that it .had taken her years 
to work through them, breaking hearts ruthlessly, as was 
only her due, and she’d finally decided, to many dariin’ 
Jimmy, who’d never looked at another woman until 
he d died three years ago. Jimmy had been in oil of 
course, there was really no other way to go making 
senous money unless you rvere in real estate, the 
record business, big-time, or geeky enough to invent 
yet another unnecessary version of computer junk. 

She’d mourned Jimmy well and truly for six months 
snd then started making the rounds that could be 
counted on to keep a widow in her position busy wthotit- 
having to pretend interest in a lot of boring committee 
meetings; th'’ 'ilia at Cap-Ferrat for two months in the 
summer, Venice for September, New York through 
the holidays, Saint-Moiitz after Christmas; and, of 
course, a few days to rest up at the Texas ranch every 
now and then. 

The essential constants of her life were the spring 
and fall couture collections in Paris, which was how 
she’d come across Marco Lombardi to begin with. 
Peaches thought wrathfully. If, only she’d had the 
sense to stay home in Texas, never messing in the high 
life, never needing a constant infusion of new French 
clothes to keep her appropriately, dressed, she wouldn’t 
have known that such a tantalizingly manipulative 
peckerhead existed. By now she’d be comfortably 
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remarried to some nice guy, predictably ordering her 
clothes from the trunk shows at Neiman’s, and never 
knowing the difference between Seventh Avenue an 
the Avenue Montaigne, 

Peaches was dedicated to maintaining her flambo^nt 
allure. She could have gone for chic, and achieve h 
by toning down her natural wide-screen looks, cutung 
the homecoming-queen hair, that reached to her 
shoulders in blond abundance, reducing the wattage o 
her smile, and taming her natural inclination to uy 
truly rich-lady clothes. 

Hell, you could always be chic if you took the rig t 
advice, but she’d be damned if she’d give up sexy before 
sixty — no, make that sixty-five — and chic and sexy ha 
little to do with each other. Would Marco love her back 
if she were chic? Peaches shook her head severely at 
er wistful folly. Marco might love her back if she were 
^enty-five or even thirty, but otherwise she had to try 
to be content with what he gave her; the most glorious 
uckmg she’d ever had and a lot of meaningless Italian 
handkissmg. But, oh, Lord, when he bent that dark 
hairtw!!^r? that incredible head with the curly 

eouallv f*v ^ ^ too long, with eyelashes that were 

skin . . . Lmn hL warmly ohve 

could rumple his li; ” 

too handsome for words his being 

as he left the room. ° forget about him as soon 

But no, Marco created an atm • * 
in her that never disappeared ^ sexual tension 

after tliey’d made love and when^tT^ ^ minutes 
on her morning workout. No concentrating 

upper hand with her before, no^” 
her beg for it. She’d spotted hinf” made 

.staircase at Dior over a year atr^ ‘inning up the 

demanded 
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that her vendeuse introduce them, sometiiing that 
apparendy wasn’t done from the woman’s surprised 
expression. Impulsively, she’d inrited him over for 
drinks that same night, knowing tliat the importance of 
her guests w'olild be bound to make an impression on 
anyone, especially a mere assistant designer. 

Marco had stayed only a half hour, displacing such 
quiet self-assurance that everj’ w'oman in the room had 
called the next day, enviously trying to find out where 
on earth she’d found him. As he left he’d asked her if 
she’d like to have a hamburger rvith him at Joe Allen’s 
some night soon. 

And that tvas how it had started, Peaches thought, as 
she left the Nordic Track, her heart pounding as it was 


me Arts and realiring, after a few years, that while his 
^lents might lie in the pursuit of architectural history, 
he would be better served by his curiosity about the 
^chitecture of the human body. He had left the 
Acadeiny and become an apprentice for the great 
couturier Roberto Capucci, a designer little kno^vn in 
the United States but considered a superb artist by 
museum curators in Europe and the Far East. 

Buildings have been constructed in a relatively 
limited number of basic ways for the single primordial 
purpose of housing human beings,’ Marco had said 
seriously as he passed her an unwanted dessert brownie 
m the noisy room full of French Yuppies having an 
American experience. Yet clothes, which are just 
as primordial, come iri thousands of varieties. Why do 
we have so many different envelopes with which to 
surround the shoulders, the breasts, the waist, the hips 
the legs, none of which changes basically over the affes^’ 
Peaches remembered clearly that she had been 
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miended to, and started in on the free weights that were 
the last part of her two-hour-long exercise routine. He’d 
told her all about studying at the Rome Academy of 



unable to form a remotely intelligei^ 
at him had blasted a short circuit in onlj 

turned her into a creature of pure a Texa 

wanted his cock. Years of training tnenatt^i- 
lady, years of keeping the most desira .^^^fysion 
University of Texas in a state of 
and lust, had stopped her from making . J^y;hole 
Some old habits never die. It had taken j-espect- 
week to stop toying with her in that terribly- 

ful manner and give her what she neede j-fee 

Peaches Wilcox put down the two 
weights, afraid that she’d throw them tn 6 
window of the hotel in rage and kill someo 
by on the Avenue Montaigne. Marco ha n 
her calls in five days. How dared he? 


was he reaching for a cigarette he t 
IS pocket for three years, Marco Lom ^ ^ 5 ,vear- 
taself irritably? He hadn’t really wanted pne ^ 

-wp ^ "^hen his designs for the : spring ^ .^g 

''^hen the actual sarnples w^r 
sketchino-*^^^ ^ nervous straining itc .^jbe 

more replacement collection th^t^ p^ul 

Gaultier, go ft ^ ^ unwearable humor than J j 
bondage than '*^^0 the vulgarity of strip tea® , 

*aa be more pretentiously oP*' 

•Westwood? In oS j*-“rdly avanLarde than 
ereate such a sb^" ^ord^ nXetion that «OlJ 
would be forcpri » ^ven .. couecuoii ^5 

Marco left that the P 

3 entertain anv hurr5,.„,. . had 


entertain anv hurrt,^^, 

thoughts. He was dis^, \ h^hare he had 

aged Frenchwoman, st^^ by .rb)mg and unwo 

who looked up at him ®^^retary, a mid' 

Tou should start returni^'^- plain of f^' 

^ 'bese f 
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Marco. I have a long list of people who should be ca e 
back before tomorrow. Madame Wilcox called again as 

well.’ . 

‘Tell me, cara Madame Elsa, what do you think is the 
worst thing that will happen to me if 1 don t return 
those calls?’ Marco asked in a voice that became a caress 


as he spoke. 

‘1 . . . but you know how important they are, she said, 
trying to sound as severe as possible. ‘And if you don t 
ansiver them today, they will still be here tomorrow, 
along ivith many others.’ 

‘Did you ever see Gone With the Wind, cara Madame 
Elsa?’ 

She looked at him warily. He was the least predictable 
man she’d ever been asked to work for. He d tried to 
get her to call him by his first name, but she refused, 
finally letting hiih tease ' her into accepting a com- 
promise that retained some proper formality. But 
everyone knew that the Italians were children, you had 


to make allowances for them. Of course she was too 
clever not to understand that he counted on his looks, 
this man who was too excessively attractive for his 
own good, but she cbngratulated herself that she ha 
refused to become one of his gasping worshipers like 
so many of the women who worked for him. 

‘Of course I saw it,’ she admitted, thinking Am he 
should be forced to get his hair cut, as she ha 
urging him to for months. A serious couturier ^hou n 
look like a wild young art student sculpted oy 
Michelangelo, racing around Paris in a twee jac 'e , 
flannel trousers and a scarf flung around . 

‘Then you remember Ae last line o e 
tliat tomorrow will be anoAer day, that s e \ 
tomorrow, something like that? You see, J 
Ac mood for Ae telephone.’ Marco ^ve As 
a smile that told her that be wouldn t have admitted 
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this to anyone but her, a smile that invited her into his 
world. ‘I need to take a walk ... I need to escape. 
Perhaps I am even a little nervous, no, Madame Elsa? 
Wouldn’t that be natural? Aren’t you a little nervous 
for me?’ 


She nodded, reluctantly. She’d worked in couture too 
long not to be nervous before any collection, but 
nevertheless, those phone calls ... 

But we mustn’t be nervous, must we, you and I? 
Marco told her, leaning on her desk and looking at her 
intently. ‘Every designer in Paris gets nervous at the 
saine time each season, why be like the others? Come, 
let s change the subject, Madame Elsa,’ he said, tapping 
ig y on her arm with an air of gentle command. ‘HoW 
p e^ing I find your name. Do you realize that even with 
nu lanty, it sings in my ear, it reverberates? ,. . - El^^ 
husband’’ fortunate indeed, and so is your 


‘As suppressing a gratified smile. 

•OM woSti’ g^ndmothfr’s ^me.’ 

were still mvpT it suits you. If dresses 

you to hold back the hllu ^ 

gates.' rbanans as they pound, on the 


in alarm. ‘Or Mad^T Wkox?^ again?’ she asked 

of imagination J^^wclfarchTnS^A^^ ^ woman 

• • . I count entirely on 

Monsieur Necker doesn’t exnerr 

all day like a schoolboy when insnir^r” 

Tell Madame Wilcox nothing IV , overjavhere. 
all you know. A damnm, cflra Madam J 

Marco escaped his sccretaiy. that .supiriAr • . 
and wgilant woman Neckcr had installfU^ ’ pghtcous 

in his ofTicc 





to make sure that he tv'as kept in order at all 
It had taken a few days of observation before be b 
discovered her areas of weakness; her su you t 
complexion, her well-shaped ears, her slender an ' cs 
and her first name. She’d never be of any use to i ec 'cr 
agmn, for now she took her orders only from ^ 

could bring a blush to her cheeks anytime he cared to. 

Marco’s workrooms and studio were installed in a 
bulling on the Rue aement-Marot, around the corner 
from GN’s headquarters. As he headed for the street 
he suddenly remembered a dress that he had 
apart yesterday after seeing it on his fitting model. He 
ran up a flight of steurs to the atelier in which the 
dress was being resewn by his most experienced b^ » 
the redoubtable Madame Ginette, who had worked at 
hanvin before World War II and after the war at Dior, 
until she’d been lured away to Saint-Laurent. How, a 
decade and a half after her well-earned retireinent, 
Necker had persuaded her to come back to -swr or 
this particular collection. Marco found her ben ing 
over a seam and he took her shoulders gendy in is 
hands as she paused to look up at him, putting own 
the work. 

‘So, tna toute belle, do we make process? 

‘You know as well as I do that working these aye 
chiffon on the bias is slow work,’ she answered, wea y, 
taking off her glasses with a sigh. ‘I’m exhauste • 

*¥00 don’t want me to look at the nnrac e y 
wought?’ He ran his finger up her chin an gg 

lightly at her ear. ’ she 

‘All you ^vant is to see if 1 can save 

grumbled. ‘When you took it several 

have been more careful, you tore a seam m 

places. If I’d civen it to you from 

‘You’re absolutely ^.avfhappened. But the 

the beginning it would never nave 
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seams are a disgrace, admit it, dierie. Half of these young 
girls don’t know their craft. I’m afraid I lost my temper- 
‘You’re a vdld, crazy Italian,’ she reprimanded himi 
crooningly. ‘Monsieur Dior would never lose is 
temper, like a lamb he was, poor man.’ 

‘And Monsieur Saint-Laurent?’ he asked, taking her 
worn hand and inspecting her fingertips. 

‘Never a cross word. A true gentleman.’ And even 
when Saint-Laurent had been young and the toast o 
Paris, even when she’d still been susceptible to charm, 
he’d never been able to sweet talk her like Monsieur 
Marco, she thought. Oh, these Italians, they should be 
barred from entering France at the borders. They were 
irresistible with their eyes, their smiles. Particularly this 
one. 


You have beautiful hands, Madame Ginette,’ Marcc 
said reflectively. ‘They show why your work is perfect- 
‘They are just hands,’ she said, flurried. ‘An ok 
woman s hands,’ she added, trying to draw away- 
held them firmly. 

‘No, you don’t realize - when you’ve worked Mtl 
beauty, year after year, the hand reveals it.’ He release! 
her hands slowly, touching each fmgerUp in turn, »» 
brushtng tt wtth a Itght kiss. ’Now, nfay l Le that seam 
Bmmss.™! Exact y what I’d hoped for _ you’ve rescue. 
It- This dress will be the hit of ^ • T 

She straightened up with meJf ,. 

at him shyly. ^ and smile' 

He made her feel younc atrair, 
a seami All well, he ivas full of 

he needed a haircut. Italian, bu 

‘For ccrtainl Those were the days Ti 
ma (mile belle, I count on you.* * tomorrov 

As he look the staircase down. Mar 
it would be at least a week before ths 

threatening to leave again, speaking of } startei 

'cr fatigue an' 
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f to '“cky. 

a few blocb’u WK so*'"* **' '■«!>'ized as he walked 

«»M"g i' *’“'1 >’«" fooled 

arW. needed a r«e.i A , 


[■ i„ p ^'^ncial to'W] 

Wy f^o/onde. countrysi< 

?n»“ “""'^jSlged to *t'r *1' of ambitio 

PaT A fledS^ ha^h public degree tt 

P n vnthout anyone kn could play his fi 



learinrr ^v/^xivx lust 

"Oman considered hlmelf f e 

Fashion had becom??^^ of clothes. 

P^ntographed^L^k^k'"'''^^^’" most^vr^tten ab 
!^«‘on v-as greeted Stb^ 
indifference from the praise or je: 

shopgirls ,vho%vorked at 

™>kloP .hcto aba„t:.Urrb^T""X- 
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the photos in the papers with the same serene yet 
beady-eyed, judgmental gaze adopted by those valued 
couture clients who were ritually seated in the first row 
next to the runway. 

Lombardi? — hmmm — never heard of him, somebody 
new I guess. What do you think? Yes, I agree, not my 
Style, even if I could afford it. Oh, just look at Claudia 
hat cute little Chanel jacket . . . now I wouldn’t mind 
would you? You could even wear 

It With jeans.’ 

wa.<; nioment he worked toward all of his life 

handle bim, was it possible that he couldn’t 

dismissive wor“s tey *e scornful, 

other desi.1 V ^ “ conjured up. Was this the way 
collectionsf*^^^^ before him had felt before their first 

designers like ■ know, no one to ask, for 

before a boxinY'^ opera singers or two prizefighters 
their inner feelinJT^^?’ didn’t get together to share 
^bc great des^s h. 

doing now, and insecurity, as he was 

made a fetish out of h' ^”*^baurent, of course, he’d 
martyr to fashion nervous attacks, the 

over and over for the sakY*™r Christ-figure dying 
there collection, but 



drink ' that he was still 

InrS'.hcd 

Wm crcu : d 7 m T'' "'“del' *"= didn’t even 
- did Necker have m ; ahoiv would be 
Breen Kirh when he absoluteiv nST >>im three 
using none hut experienced 'ccur.^ of 
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look good, supreme girls the photographers wou 
automatically focus on. But no, Necker had chosen to 
meddle, declaring a contest as if it were the Judgment 
of Paris all over again. How could Necker have dreamed 
up such a criminally stupid stunt? 

He could kill Necker! All Marco’s apprehension 
suddenly channeled toward the man who had put him 
in this position. "What right did - that Swiss bourgeois 
have to impose his own taste on the presentation of the 
collection? Did his financial backing give him a free 
rein to call all the shots? He was the one who decided 
to show the spring collection in the great, cloud- 
frescoed space of the spa and beauty salon that had 
been built under the Ritz, where the vast pool could be 
covered over and the gigantic room could be turned 
into a venue for any kind of party or exhibition. 

‘It must be a real gala, Marco,’ Necker had 
announced. ‘We’ll show at night, black tie, followed by 
a buffet. That’s the only way to start with an unknown. 
The press and buyers have such impossible days merely 
covering the established designers that they’d never be 
able to fit you in otherwise. At collection time hype and 
megalomania take over. A more distinguished approach 
is necessary,’ 

How the devil did Necker know? He was a business- 
man, a successful businessman but a mere busmessmari, 
an owner of fabric mills, a buyer of other peop e s 
talents, a merchandiser, a hawker of the fleeting illusion 
of hope tsrrapped in perfume bottles — not a desi^er, 
for the love of God, not an artist who had to reach into 
his own guts and imagination and find a way to crea 


something new. 

Ah, but Ncckcr ivas smart. He gave the son of a bitch 
that. Smart enough to make sure that he, Marco, t 
engine that pulled the train, kept short of fuck Of 
course there was no way in which he would have been 
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able to suitably launch a m^’or collection on his own; 
he needed enormous funds to back him. 

You’ll get your salary, Marco, a very large salary, you 

have to admit. But I have no intention of giving you a 

piece of the profits. In the first place, there may never 

be a profit. GN is taking a calculated risk in backing 

someone new. This is a speculative risk for me, an 

investment that may fail. I’ll lose money on the couture, 

like everyone else. Each dress we sell will cost more to 

make than you can charge for it. You know the couture 

only exists to get publicity. The ready-to-wear will take 

sewral seasons to prove how successful it may become 

an the perfume, if there is to be one, may be years 

away. Marco, I admire your talent, but business is 
business.’ 



havp ° others, and this was his only chance t< 
knew abel, so he’d taken it, of course, as Necke 

refusal 10^11*^ He’d never forgive the Swiss for hi 
fall into his ^ little as one crumb from the table t( 

handful of ^ |^ere would fashion be without th( 
talent? ^ women who had creative 

pocket. In to find a cigarette in hiJ 

from the barman. he’d be ordering a pacl< 

calming him, were hours of freedom, instead ol 

needed was a woman iCf ^°“*^^^tproductive. What he 
ong had it been? Two' t-eaJized suddenly. HoW 

had the time to spare r£- soT since he’d 

Yos, a woman, L 

not need one v/ord of the 'voman who would 

at work required every dav the harpies 

from nervous tension, the kiLi brutal relief 

a wlmrc could give y„u. ^ animal release only 
appra^smg look came into hiseycr^rT;;^’-^"^ An 

^ '^^^"‘■‘^^tnuJledover 
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the possibilities avsulable to him \sith the kind of close 
attention he’d give to the menu in a new restauranu 
After a few seconds he sighed with resignation. He 
didn’t have the time to bother finding anyone except 
Peaches. She had wearied him for at least six monilis, 
her attempts at possessiveness angered him, her utter 
availability made him disdain her. Even now% when she 
should be following her enviably worldly schedule, 
when she should be in New' York for a dozen galas, she 
shamelessly hanging around Paris trying to reach 
him. Was it possible that she was the same woman he 
had once, for only an evening, imagined to be, if not 
out of his reach, at least difficult to attain? A woman 
'vith whom he had bothered to make the kind of 
C[uasi-intellectual conversation designed to impress? Yet 
how could he have expected that Dior’s best customer, 
u woman world famous for her wealth and social 
siding, would be so easy, so arid, so lacking in the 
dignity he considered proper to her age? 

hlevertheless, Marco decided, physically she was 
exaedy what he had prescribed for himself, an open 
pair of thighs with no questions asked. He made a quick 
phone call to make sure that she was in her suite and 
in a minute he was on his way to the Plaza, right around 
the comer. 

Peaches felt pleased with herself as she put down the 
phone. She’d told Marco to come right on over, in a 
sweet, level voice, but she hadn’t told him that she was 
giving a cocktail party for a good-sized group of risiung 
Texans, some of whom were already in the large sitting 
room scarfing up her caviar. 

Instead of the discreet personal mmd who norm y 
ushered him into the suite, a white-coated butl^ 
opened the door as he rang, and a waiter took his scari. 

‘Madame Wilcox is in the large sitting room, 
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Monsieur, the waiter said. Marco had imagined that 
eac es would be loungitig expectantly in the smaller 
sitting room, by the flattering light of her artfully small 
amps, wearing one of the hundred elaborate dressing 
gowns she possessed. He was taken aback when she 
came toward him, leaving a cluster of her compatriots 
y the fireplace. She was very Catherine the Great 
wearing a red velvet dinner suit with a closely 
WK . • embroidered jacket, its cuffs and wide skirt 

boA trimmed with bands of sable. 

He took her hand and kissed it on the inside of her 
thai , that not one of her guests would realize 

shonlH^ gestime indicated a degree of intimacy that 
should never be revealed in pubHc. 

liDDefTsmh^^^ ^sked, with her flashing, red- 

‘Whv ^ ^ five minutes earlier. 

yoti had guests?’ 

mock surnri^ opening her beautiful eyes in 

them, we’re eoino- have all evening to charm 

^ ^mner later.’ 

‘R?anv>’ 

into the room.^^^C ^ surprised, leading him 
Andersons, Selma 

these lovely folios are t ’ Forth Worth, and 
Houston. This is Marm t u Curtis from 

dress designer and you’re ^'^^^hody, he’s a 

about him.’ gmng m be hearing a lot 

As he shook hands with rU ^ 

Peaches greet another couX X and heard 

c room, Marco promised ^mering 

m three minutes, simply slin ^bat he would leave 

down the hall to the ei ^ ^ the room n j it. 

Kood.b,e .o pvncL; --Hhoiirrvirirnv 

quietly nnd accepted another “ Scotch, drank U 
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Peaches, Marco noted, as he vizs introduced to more 
of her guests, was enjoying this to the same egree 
her friends ignored him, too delighted to see eac 
other to bother wasting more than ,a quick snu e on 
some unplaceable foreigner. Although he spoke Frencn 
with fluency, and his infrequent mistakes were 
regarded as charming, he had never felt equa y a 
home in English, a language he knew he spoke with a 
distinct Italian accent and a sometimes imprecise g^P 
of grammar. Standing slightly apart ° 

Marco observed Peaches flaunting her fake indifference 
as brilliantly as the great and indisputably genuine 
. diamonds at her ears. Oh, yes, she knew perfec 
that she made her expensively gowned friends loo ra 
and provincial in contrast to her \ividly blond presen^. 

He found himself in a state of sudden fory ^ ^ 

surveyed her, the center of everyone’s attention. ^ 

thought that he would stick around through dinnm wi 
these creatures, did she? He crossed the room an too 
her by the elbow, drawing her to one side. , 

‘I want to speak to you.’ , *1,0 e;)’ 

‘That’s not possible right now, can t you see 
‘I’m going into your bedroom. Follow ine. 

‘I’ll do no such thing,’ Peaches said, her y 
iparkling with malice. 

‘Do you want a scandal?’ 

‘Don’t be silly, Marco.’ , .11 

‘I’ll make one this instant and your fnend 

everyone in Texas, I promise you. 

‘That’s blackmail!’ ^ wnve his 

‘Follow me, I you,’ he ;^ 4 ,X:ugh 

way across the large y^er bedroom. A 

the smaller situng room an Pusbed with 

few minutes later she joined him mere. 

"Trfy^ou happy now?’ Teaches asked, as if speaking 
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to a child. ‘What exacdy do you think you’re proving 
besides appallingly bad manners?’ 

‘Qose the door behind you.’ 

‘I’m going back to the party,’ she said, turning a^vay 
Swiftly he pushed her aside, locked the heavy door 
and gripped her hand so tightly that she g^ped in the 
astonishment of pain. 

Tm going to fock you. Now. Here.’ 

The hell you are! I’ll scream. Marco! My fingers! 
He held her pinned to the door and rubbed-violently 
against her as his penis, already hard, grew quickly- 
Stop that! Let me goP She was stunned by disbelief. 
He’d hurt her hand badly. 

I don t think so,’ he muttered. Quickly, using 
"^®^®”siderable strength, Marco lifted her and dump- 
c er on her bed. As she struggled to rise he clamped 
der slender wrists together with one hand and with the 
other he flipped her skirt up and. pulled her silk and 
down so that her lower body was exposed, 
e except for her garter belt and her stockings. 

Let me goP she shouted. 

they’re 

;Marco.„o,Stop,b„„TO^^^^^ 

lore off hcrplm°M'and°weS‘cd ' 

taking her knee.s and forcing them*! 

legs were raised. Holding her ^ 

posiUoned himself on the bed quickly 

weight kept her from moving her bodv 

incfTectually on his back and her leaw? 

air. He lifted himself off her just 

penis in his hand. ^ ^kc his 

As he ground it into her he found him 
intoxic.ated In- the novelty of her drvr%«c„ _ 

her 


70 



resistance that he no longer heard her begging him 
to stop. The universe was reduced to the monstrous 
orgasm he felt building from the base of his spine. A 
man threatening him wth a gun couldn’t have stopped 
him now as he used Peaches mercilessly, quickly losing 
himself in a series of spasms that made him cry out as 
wordlessly as an animal. 

When the last drop had been ^ivrung out of him, he 
reared back on the heels of his hands and looked down 
at her face. Her eyes were closed and her face was set 
in an expression he didn’t recognize. 

Qh. don’t worry. I’ll make you come now,’ he 
promised her, breathlessly. ‘With my mouth, the way 
you adore it.’ 

She opened her eyes and he saw the look of rage that 
blled them. ‘If you touch me. I’ll have you killed,’ 
Peaches said in a cold monotone. 

Don’t be melodramatic,’ Marco scoffed lazily. If she 
tvanted to play at being angry she didn’t impress him. 
No woman had ever desired him as ferociously as this 
one did. 

In a flash Peaches had wriggled out from the cage of 
his arms and %vas on her feet, by the bed. 

Get out. Get off my bed, get out of this room, leave 
here right away,’ she ordered him. 

‘You’re a ridiculously delicious girl, did you know 
that? Just look, you’re impeccable, even your pretty hair 
isn’t disarranged. Come on now, come back here, let 
me suck you off. I need to taste you. You’ll come , so 
soon, so deeply, right between my lips, right , on my 
tongue ... it will be good, so very good, even better 
than the last time, 1 promise. That’s what you need, 
bella, that’s why you’re so angry, don’t you understand?’ 
he coaxed, rolling over and beckoning to her. Peaches 
turned her back on him, stepped into the pumps she’d 
kicked off. smoothed her skirt, checked her image in a 
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mirror and left the room, all in one seamless flicker of 
movement. 

Marco cursed, realizing that the door was still wide 
open and he was lying on the bed with his trousers open 
and his limp penis hanging down. He hastened to make 
himself presentable and hurried to the entry, where he 
was stopped by the butler who had taken his scarf. In 
the few seconds that it took the man to find it, Marco 
heard Peaches’ laugh ring out from the room where 
she was again entertaining her guests. 
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"'as so tnadHfsnJr, ^ ^ on a person who 

those gigantic fppf ^ planted so squarely on . 
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lor, she thought darkly. 
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tin TnlW sSe o?l’ T ^ minutes, and then, wih 
^ started picking at her nail 

Pohsh. something she hadn’t done in Uventy yea^ 
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Frankie really got her goat, she thought, her frown 
deepening. She hated to see somebody piss herself 
away! There was no other way to put it, not when she 
considered all the natural advantages Frankie brought 
to the party. 

She was such a crazily terrific-looking creature, with 
a magnificent body that she was well on her way to 
treating as if she were its evil twin sister. From the day 
she’d first walked on a sidewalk with Frankie, Justine 
realized that the girl never even noticed how men 
turned to look after her as she swept by with her swift 
and sinuous step, men who were clearly intrigued and 
attracted by the brief glimpse they’d caught of her 
flashing vitality, by the haughtiness of her carriage, by 
the cloak of unconventionality that she seemed bom to 
wear. Damn the girl, she escaped any category. Still 
and all, Justine admitted to herself, Frankie did hold 
herself pulled up high in a dancer’s stance, her head 
tilted on her fine, gfraceful neck in a way that im- 
plied that she held a license for arrogance. Every 
morning that infernal creature spent twenty minutes 
applying eye makeup that could be seen from the 
second balcony of any theatre, and then she’d pile her 
long brown hair on top of her head and skewer it with 
two tortoiseshell pins in five seconds flat, without even 
the aid of a mirror. 

If Frankie’d been a model, Justine told herself, she 
would have fired her ass after she put on the first two 
pounds. To say noUiing of the dogged way she managed 
to conceal the incalculable asset of her magnificent 
head of hair! Thank God she couldn’t take the veil 
and hide her arrestingly dramatic face. Not another 
hcauuful face, not another pretty face, tliank God, 
hut something much more interesting, a face full of 
liwng and fun and drama, although Frankie’d never 
admit that there was anything special about her, the 
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pigheaded bitch! Frankie was suffering from a case of 
terminal contemporary dance, that was her problem. 
Didn’t she know that a well-paid, highly professional 
woman who got herself up as if she were going to a 
dance rehearsal hall every day of her working life should 
probably be in therapy? Oh, to hell with her, Frankie 
^vasn’t herprobleih. 

Justine listened to the noises in the booking center 
that filtered through her open office door. Everyone 
seemed to be on the phone, as usual, but there was a 
quality of diminished attention, as if they were all 
working by rote, instead of keeping themselves alert to 
every future possibility conceded in their conversa- 
tions, like Indian scouts in old movies listening to the ' 
humming of the railroad tracks. 

As she’d impressed on them many times, if they could 
tell her why any given girl hadn’t been booked she could 
learn as much about the future as she could from 
knowing who was suddenly in demand. She depended 
on them for that kind of information. Was it a post- 
holiday letdown? No agency could afford that. Fashion 
photography ^vas a round-the-year business. But she 
didn’t feel in the mood to go and investigate. Oh, to 
hell with them too, the bookers weren’t her problem. 

She felt . . . anxiety ... as if sometlring bad were 
^vaiting to happen, which made no sense at all. She 
should be feeling enormous relief, Justine told herself. 
She’d been Vimting for the day when the girls would 
leave for France, poised in a paralyzed combination 
of the instincts of flight and fight, determined to escape 
the snare that had been set for her. But even with 
Frankie, the girls, and the team from Zing all safely 
aloft, she still felt that nothing had been resolved. 
Maybe that -was the problem? In any case, Frankie’s 
absence left the office feeling desolate. Knowing that 
she was there to talk to about business, to gossip with 
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about anyone in complete confidence . . . yes, she’d 
come to rely on that feisty, upbeat presence. 

What if Necker were to come to New York and walk in on 
her? 

Damn! Justine found herself on her feet, her heart 
pounding, as if he’d just appeared in the doorway. This 
was exactly the kind of crazy thought that had awakened 
her, sweating, in the middle of the night for the past 
three nights. She closed her office door firmly and 
made herself sit down behind her impressive desk, the 
one place in the world where she felt most in a position 
of command. She must think this through, Justine 
informed herself sternly, or she’d become a victim to 
her growing apprehension. What, after all, had she 
accomplished in not going to Paris? She’d merely 
postponed events. She was too based in reality not to 
admit that eventually a confrontation with Necker was 
inevitable. She was reacting, damn it, instead of acting, 
and that ran contrary to the way she wanted to live her 
life. 


Normally, that is. Normally she didn’t hide, she spoke 
her mind clearly, she made decisions without waffling. 
She liked to think of herself as a decisive woman, a 
late-twentieth-century working woman who was fully in 
charge of her destiny. 

Yet one of the pillars on which her life was based had 
been far from normal, no matter how you looked at it, 

she was thirteen, as soon as 
.she d had her fim period, her mother had told her that 
the father she d a ways believed had been killed in 
Vietnam, was still alive. 

■He my first lover, and ho loft me in die lurch as 
soon as I found out I v,^ pregnant with you. I’ve never 
seen or heard from him again. Pm forced to tell 
you this Jusune, now that you've become a woman, 
physically capable of getung pregnant. It’s essential 
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for you to know what every male, no matter how 
you think you love him or he loves you, can do to you, 
Justine. You must never, ever forget the lesson I had to 
learn.’ 

'But who is my father? she had asked her mother, over 
and oven ‘What tvas he like? How could he leave you 
like that? How did you meet him? How long did 
you know him?’ Endless questions until she finally 
realized, with painful frustration, that her mother never 
intended -to give her any information, no matter how 
many times she insisted that she had a right to know 
something, anything, about her father. 

‘Nothing about that person is important, darling,’ 
Helena Loring had invariably responded to her ques- 
tions, ‘except for the fact of what he did to me. If you’d 
been a boy, I wouldn’t have owed it to you to say a single 
word about the matter. It’s a closed subject, Justine, I’ve 
earned the right to keep it private.’ 

No question about it, Justine brooded, her mother 
had been a formidable woman, quite apart from her 
stubborn silence. Eventually, as Justine grew older, 
Helena Loring had been willing to tell more of her own 
story. Justine learned how her mother had refused to 
fall apart when she found herself alone and pregnant. 
She’d cleaned out the savings account she’d built up 
through years of summer jobs and birthday presents 
and she’d gone to have her baby in a middle^ized city 
outside of Chicago where no one knew her. Out of 
a massive streak of independence, she’d concealed 
Justine’s birth from her o%vn parents until a few weeks 
after it took place. Then, ^vrapped in a sense of right- 
ness, Helena Loring had told them only that although 
she’d made a mistake, she tsas determined to bring up 
her child on her otvn. 

In less than three weeks after Justine’s birth she’d 
found a kind, capable woman to take care of her infant 
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and secured a job as a salesgirl in the best local 
department store. Helena Loring had worked so single- 
mindedly that she rose rapidly to assistant buyer, even- 
tually to department manager and finally to executive 
vice-president of the entire store. 

Her mother had loved her dearly, Justine knew, loved 
her exclusively, for she’d never responded to the few 
men who dared to try to get to know her better. She 
had a circle of friends, couples and single women, but 
they were all deftly made to understand that she had 
been so devastated by the death of her husband that 
she never wanted to marry again. 

‘Risk.’ Justine said the word to herself, feeling the 
familiar, complicated twist of emotions it always gave 
her. Her mother had been risk-adverse with her emo- 
lif)ns, as if to expose them to anyone but her daughter, 
and that only briefly, would be to see her life lying about 
her in ruins. Justine’s grandparents had both died 
larlbre she was ten, and there had been no other family 
hi her life. She’d been popular in school but she’d 
Iti vr.r confided a word of the story of her parentage to 
a binpjle friend, knowing that there was no one she could 
Hnsl wiih this dangerous knowledge in a gossip-loving 
r in le In which everyone knew everyone else. In high 
hfhon] U tvas soon understood that the class beauty, 
fnsnric boring, never granted any boy more than a peck 
on Ihc cheek, although she never lacked for constant 
/naie auennon. 


A| M:./emeen Justine had been discovered by a scout 
(■n ,'hliM.hmna and when she moved to New York she 
f l.oiiHih vmh her years of her mother’s warnings firmly 
her rorrsoousness. Yet. in her natural 
, , re Je ?l dated to have affairs, the first of which 
d her mother ’s words. Several Umes 
- ^ to filing in love. 

^ -fore it became 



serious. For one reason or another the songs of summer 
never carried over into autumn. There were always 
plenty of men in her life, but they took a distant second 
place to her ^ency. 

When Justine entered her thirties, she’d briefly con- 
sidered psychotherapy, but the whole process seemed 
unthinkably time<onsuming, particularly when she con- 
sidered the low rate of success it seemed to have among 
her friends. She’d even flirted with the frivolous notion 
of marrying and divorcing the next suitable man who 
asked her, just to get the necessary ritual over with. 
A divorcee wouldn’t have to endure the unspoken 
curiosity about why she’d never married that she sensed 
rightly in everyone she met However, her common 
sense and pride held her back; she didn’t need the 
explanation of divorce to make her seem like a whole 
person to herself. Let people speculate about her — she 
didn’t give a damn. Certainly her mother’s experience 
had given her a one-sided view of the male gender, but 
it seemed to Justine, as she observed the messy love 
entanglements of her models, that men were not to be 
counted on, that her mother hadn’t been wong, that 
the expression ‘a good man’ was an oxymoron. 

Several months earlier, when her mother found out 
that she had only a short time to live, she’d called 
Justine home and told her that Jacques Necker was her 
father. 

‘Why are you telling me now? I’m thirty-four, for 
God’s sake,’ Justine had asked, incredulous and sud- 
denly angry. ‘I don’t need a stranger for a father. I grew 
up wthout one, remember? And why on earth did you 
wait so long, Mother - over twenty years! - if you 
planned to tell me someday?’ 

‘I never intended to tell you, darling. You didn' 
need to know and he doesn’t deserve to know. I had 
idea what had happened to him until he became 
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successful that there was no way to avoid reading about 
im. When he mamed, I waited for him to have 
^ years went by, I realized that he was 
childless. Now that I’m staring at the end of my time, 
t mgs look different to me. I realize how desperately 
muc I ve missed because of that man. He took my life 
away from me, Justine, and I find that I don’t believe 
A ^ to be anything after this is . over. So I 

decided to take my revenge. It’s the only thing that gives 
me any comfort.’ / s & 

]^at revenge. Mother, for heaven’s sake?’ 

e scrapbooks,’ her mother had replied, with a 

nge smile of grim contentment that Tustine didn’t 
recognize. 

mai^ ones . . . the scrapbooks you’ve 


in A 1- ° ^^tn, starting with the picture they took 
Dirnir#>s^ ivery room the minute you were bom. All the 
when pictures of me giving you your bath 

pictures in pictures of your first birthday party, 

in the schnnr school, in ballet class, 

cessful mode niost sue- 

beautiful baby to'^ateaud^’ 

scrapbooks now, I won’t ne“ ’’f 

‘Why/r ° anymore.’ 

there was nr^’^r^y forlita' ™ W® l‘fc " 

oh. not as ntuch 

enough to satisfy me. Isn’t that Xiourf"’ “ 

But what ~ what will he do’’ ^ 

her mother’s tone of utterfy ntthlX 

shrt never heard before from her modteXs'h’ps 

Darling Jusunc. what can he do? He cant 

or help you. You’ve made youneJf jn^ 

man, just as I did. But I know how hc*n r ^ 

^ic n feel and that’s 
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enough to let me die in peace.’ And her mother had 
fallen silent, exhausted but still smiling an uncannily 
happy smile of frozen triumph. From that time on 
Helena Loring turned inward, speaking less and less, 
but a smile of unmistakable fulfillment reappeared 
f^ntly on her lips many times as Justine tsatched over 
her until she died several da)’s later. 

The letters from Necker had started coming only a 
week after her motlier died. After much thought, 
J^tine decided to simply send them back unopened. 
To her this gesture was the only tribute she could make 
tOAvard her mother’s memory, the only tvay she could 
compensate her mother for a life whose best years had 
een devoted to her, a life that had been completely 
blighted by Jacques Necker. 

She had rarely been so glad to get home, Justine 
resized, as she sat before the fire in her parlor at the 
end of the cold January day. Of course nothing unusual 
ad happened at the agency, there had been no reason 
or her to have such a ridiculously paranoid attack that 
she d ruined her polish completely. Only sheer force 
of Avill had kept her from starting in on her cuticles Avith 
her teeth. 

She relaxed finally, gathering her house around 
herself -like a giant quilt. Everywhere she looked, in her 
brownstone between Park auid Lexington, she saw the 
results of ten years of hard work and thrift. She had 
bought the house three years ago, when overpriced 
New York real estate became less expensive than it had 
been during the ’ 80 s, and she’d never regretted it for 
a minute, even when she made out the enormous 
monthly check for her mortgage; There Avas, Justine 
mused, as she sipped her tea, something so wonderfully 
comforting about OAvning a house that had stood on its 
OAvn plot of land for one hundred years, a house that 
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ad been lived in by generations until she bought it 
rom the estate of the last member of the family. 

On the other hand, one hundred years of living, with 
a minimum of modernization, had left the house in a 
condition that even the real estate agent admitted 
needed ‘a little loving care,’ If it had been in perfect 
good condition, she could never have 
orded a four-stoiy town house on one of the best 
sheets in the East 60s. Loving care, my ass, Justine 
ot^ht, even as she admired the handsome carved 
n^r e mantel and chimney piece of the indubitably 
war lan fireplace. If her poor beautiful house were 
a person she’d send it ofiF immediately to the Mayo 

imc and then to three restorative months at the 
t-^olden Door. 


she’d had to take care 
° but otherwise she’d lived in it pretty 

nsinfr n ^ ^ound it, making only cosmetic changes, 
don nf and fabric and all the amazing collec- 

collerrJ^^”*^ ^ charming Victorian antiques she’d 
deal of h years, to conceal the need for a great 

° ^ ^ ° renovation. 

track ^Ihti? auctions and off-the-beaten- 

unfashionably battered^ti?^ Justine was attracted by 
mended obji^ts almost^*"^^’ obviously broken and 
mirrors with cushions, 

its gilt gone and its painT furniture with 

deale^ said shrugging, had^-suffe^ed''’''’ "" 

Perhaps u was in reaction ol 
freshness and first-class quality 
day, perhaps it was in reaction^to 

modem interiors, witiiout a sine? "g^dly immaculate, 
her mother had favored, but touch, that 

lamp tliat needed a home to >shr.u a chair or 

pushover. ^od she was a 
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However, there vvas a limit Even 
poshed to the wall by a heating system on '« ; 
plumbing that went on strike every 

Ktchen and bathrooms so old-fashioned tha 

keepem left after a few months even though the) 

■weren’t asked to do anything except clean and ea\c 
her some dinner in the fridge. Tliere was on > so ^ 

that could be camouflaged by even the clcveres , 

dimensional collage of threadbare Victonana, i to g 
, jusfine ruefully as she rvaited to inter-iew the contract 
who came "with such high recommendations. 

my did she knm that he tvas going to np her on. 
my did evetyhody know that about contractors^ bucit a 
nationally bad reputation must surely be deserved, it 
there tvas one time in her life that Justine regrctte 
her single state, it was now. It ^vas a male s divine y 
appointed duty and obligation to deal wth contractors, 
not a female’s, at least not until other women starte 
becoming contractors. She needed a husband for ns, 
she thought, rehelliously, and for nothing else w a 
soever. - . 

She answered the doorbell. Well, she had 
that be ivas punctual, but ivasn’t that exactly w at e 
could be counted on to be, wasn’t that precise y c 
best way to make a good impression, get die jo , s 
the work, make gaping holes in the walls an oo 
every room and then disappear, never 
telephone calls and leaving her with a disaster 
other contractor would take on? Oh, she hnew a 
those tricks but she bad a few of her own ^ f 
Justine reminded herself as she opene ^ vath 

‘MissLoring? 1’^ ^den Hende«on,^he 

an unexpectedly to present 

thought as they shook liands, be Unwary person 

himself in a way that would ^ 

think that he was probably a dece 


Justine had a highly developed ability to absorb 
people with one glance, to judge them in a flash, to 
capture the instant meaning of a person’s stance, to 
intuit personality as it was conveyed through the general 
set of the features. In the second wave, after a first 
impression, she’d trained herself to make an inventory 
of separate details. 

Aiden Henderson looked honest, he looked reassur- 
ing, he looked capable. Well of course he would, she 
thought with increased suspicion. What better dis^ise 
for a contractor? The honesty came from a fortuitous 
combination of a direct glance, friendly blue eye?, 
firmly set lips, an attractively broken nose, a well-shape 
head of plain brown hair and plenty of it. He was nice 
to look at, in an outdoorsy way, but not suspiciously 
handsome; a noticeably big man — which, unfairly, 
inspired confidence, statistically the taller candidate 
almost always won any election — he was muscular, built 
on strong and generous lines, wearing hom-rim glasses 

- that’s where the capable and reassuring part came 
from. The glasses were a master touch, she told herself 
coldly. She’d bet he didn’t need them. 

Worse, he was cannily dressed, in clothes that in- 
dicated that although he might be a blue-collar worker 

- or was a contractor actually blue-collar? - he had some 
background. A properly weather-beaten duffel coat, a 
decent tweed jacket, cords, an open-necked, button- 
down shirt in Oxford blue, all comfortably well worn — 
oh, no lumbeijack was this Aiden Henderson. He had 
probably worked on the look for years. 

I admire your house, he said, as she hung up his 
coat. 

‘How can you possibly say something like that when 
you haven’t even looked at it yet?’ Justine asked, 
provoked. 

‘I don’t need to inspect its guts to admire it,’ he 
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laughed. ‘The exterior is absolutely intact 

priLe houses are there left in this neighborhood like 

‘Probably thousands,’ she snapped over her shoulder 
as she led him to the parlor. Tens of thousan 
‘Not really. As a rule people tear dovm that extenor 
staircase to the parlor floor and put the entrance on 

the street floor.’ ij 

‘Oh, they do, do they? Well, good for them. Would 

you like some tea?’ she asked as uninvitingly as possible. 

‘That would be wonderful, thanks,’ Henderson said, 
following her into the kitchen. ‘Good LordF 
‘Yes,’ Justine said with a private smile, ‘how many 
people still have the original stove that came with the 
house?’ 

‘To say nothing of the original teapot.’ 

‘Still admire it?’ she asked. 

“Yep. I think it’s something of a coup. Like time 
travel. Very Ray Bradbury, but in reverse. May 1? He sat 
down at the Idtchen table. 

Justine ivaited for the water to boil, watching the 
contractor out of the comer of her eye. Too obviously 
American for Armani, she thought, casting him auto- 
matically, too blunt for Ralph Lauren, decidedly too 
hutch Tor Galvin, yet not quite the 
needed for Timberland. Guess Man? Not oddbmi 
enough. If she had to place him - Marlboro? May e. 
Dockers? Possibly. Or Hugo Boss? For heaven’s sahe, 
this man wasn’t here for a modeling job, she a to 
remind herself as she poured water into the pot, e was 
a tricky, untrustworthy, highly dubious , 

‘How long have you ovmed this house. 
Henderson asked her curiously, calmly putung 
teasnoonsful of sugar into his tea. 

•Four years,' Jusdne answered, sitttng dovm at die 

table. 
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‘What’s the extent of the work you’re planning to 

do?’ ^ 

‘Absolutely as little as possible. In fact, left to my > 

I wouldn’t touch it, but I’ve been told that a few mg 

seem to require attention.’ rh 

‘Does your husband like living with so mu 

VictorianaP’ t, n H’s 

‘Fortunately I don’t have to answer to a 
taste in decor. Or anything else. Tell me, Mr Hen e 
son, does your wife pick out your clothes? she ear 
herself asking in surprise. 

‘No. She’s gone on to a better world.’ 

‘Oh, I’m sorry ... I didn’t know • . 

‘She’s not dead,’ he added hastily. ‘She’s mame to 
a guy who gets all his stuff custom made. At Sulka. 
Dunhill too, lest we forget.’ 

‘Oh.’ 

‘That’s life,’ he said cheerfully. ‘At least we didn t 
have any kids to mess up. You have kids?’ 

‘Certainly not!’ 

‘It’s not insulting to be asked, is it?’ . ^ 

‘Theoretically no, 1 suppose, but since I just said I 
didn’t have a husband, yes, it is,’ Justine said, as 
haughtily as possible. 

‘I assumed you’d been married. There’s no way you 
wouldn t have been. Unless you’re gay, of course.’ 

As it happens, I m not gay, but what kind of question 
is that? Is that the kind of information you could 
possibly need from people who might decide to hire 
you to work on their houses?’ 

•Miss Loring, you have to tell a contractor everything. 
How else do you expect him to be able to understand 
your special needs? And minister to them?’ 

‘My special needs are for heat and hot wator ’ fnefine 
said, iaighing in spite of herseir. 

‘I can guarantee you that much.’ he told her. ‘Tliat’s 
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basic. But you’ll probably find that your needs go 
further.’ 

‘Ah ha! This is where you talk me into making all 
sorts of unnecessary changes I can perfectly well live 
without.’ 

‘No TOy. We can leave it at heat and hot tvater,’ Aiden 
Henderson replied seriously. ‘I get paid ten percent 
over labor costs to get fair bids on the job, pick out 
good workmen and supervise them. I’ve got so much 
work that the only reason I’m here is as a favor for those 
friends of yours who insisted that you needed a con- 
tractor. “Desperate” was the word they used, to be 
precise, “She’s quite desperate, Aiden, you absolutely 
have to make time for her.” ’ 

‘Where did you go to college?’ Justine asked impul- 
sively. Anything to make her seem less in need of his 
sendees. 

‘University of Colorado. I’m from Denver.’ 

‘Football team?’ she rapped out, accusingly. A cow- 
boy, that explained the whole all-American look. ^ 
‘Nope. Track and boxing. Ski team too, of course.’ 

‘Of course. How silly of me not to have known that 
you couldn’t possibly not be on the ski team.’ She 
fro^vned beautifully at him. 

‘That’s a complicated sentence. What’s it supposed 
to mean exactly?’ 

‘Probably envy of people with nothing better to do 
than go up and ,down mountains and get credit for it. 

I started working right out of high school,’ Justine said 
Nvith a hint of a pout. 

‘Doing what?’ 

‘Modeling.’ 

•Yeah, I thought so. In feet, I had a picture of you on 
my bulletin board in the dorm.’ 

‘Well then, if you knew, how come you asked?’ 

‘It’s been, let’s see, well. I’m thirty-six, so that makes 
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it about sixteen years ago. You were just a gorgeous ki • 
You’re so much more beautiful now that it was remote y 
possible you weren’t the same person.’ 

‘ Only hot water and heaC ^ 

‘Still think I’m trying to hustle you? Listen, Aiden 
said eamesdy, ‘let me find you another contractor an 
let’s start all over.’ 

‘Start what?’ 


I think you know what.’ 

Oh, really!’ Justine said, trying to sound mocking- 
‘Yes, really.’ He took off his glasses and looked at er 
steadily. ‘Really and truly.’ 

No, Justine said flatly. She was only being sensib e, 
s e reflected, only acting on her Judgment, whic 
couldn’t possibly be affected by the small scars above 
one eyebrow and another slighdy larger, on bis 
Foi^” ^ endowed him with a veritable Harrison 
<^egree of trustworthiness. Sports injuries. 

crash? She was dying to know, 
‘Nol in horror. 

precise ” 

■I don’t '■g^aon. , ,t 

hired.’ another contractor. Consider yourseJr 

‘Fine, Now t , 

another ^ dinner?’ 

the ansCr 

^ * o. Jove it.* H" 

^ 'vron J ^^^at were left 

or a dubiouf'proVe 

vour rit^hr P''^ofcssion. it ' ? "C was a member 
There had to'^bc 

didn’t there? apples Politicians. 

‘Tomorrow?’ 
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‘What’s wrong with tonight? I’ni starving. My micro- 
wave doesn’t work,’ Justine lied piteously. 

*¥00 can’t possibly operate a microwave in this 
kitchen. If you did the fuses would blow.’ 

‘Well, that makes me a hardship case, doesn’t it?’ 

‘Only on the Upper East Side. Northern Italian? Thai? 
Cajun? Tex-Mex?’ 

‘Do you still . . . eat meat?’ Justine wondered. For 
some reason she wanted to keep him here in the 
kitchen, on her home territory. 

‘Yep. And I still drink martinis.’ 

‘I think I need a steak. I feel sort of . . . weak.’ 
She was flirting, Justine told herself sternly, flirting 
helplessly, as if a team of horses had run away with 
her. She’d been flirting since this man walked into 
the house, although he certainly couldn’t have any 
idea of it. And she didn’t even feel ashamed of her- 
self. 

‘So do I, The best kind of weak.’ 

Justine stared at his hands, fighting a lost battle to 
make her doubts still seem legitimate. But Aiden’s 
hands looked warm and safe. Gentle. So big and so 
gentle. She loved his calluses. She wanted to hold his 
hands, Justine picked up Aiden’s glasses firom the table 
and peered through them. Shit, she couldn’t see a 
thing, they weren’t fake. She put them down and 
realized how vulnerable he looked. Vulnerable, gentle, 
bringer of heat and hot water . . . who could blame her 
for deciding to hire him? 

‘1 could make you a steak right here,’ she offered, 
unfolding the strategy that had come to her seconds 
before. ‘The broiler works and I happen to have a steak 
in the fridge. And there’s a bottle of gin in the pantry. 
And vermouth . . . and even . . .’ she searched for 
inspiration. 

‘Even?’ 


89 



. . cocktail onions! I could make a Gibson. It’s one 
of my talents.’ 

‘I’d walk a mile for a Gibson.’ 

‘Well, that setdes it, doesn’t it?’ Justine said with a 
look of serene hospitality. Aiden Henderson ^vas about 
to share the only thing she knew how to cook. They 
could hammer out the business details later. 
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I got the sleaze-ball message the instant we walked 
into the lobby and smelled a combination of expen- 
sive cigars mixed with rich man’s cologne. The Plaza- 
Athenee is one of the top five-star luxury hotels in the 
world but it attracts far more than its fair share of 
creeps, many of whom I saw planted in their Valhalla, 
the deep armchairs that were scattered all over the large 
lobby in cozy groups. 

I’m sure that those very same Fat Cats had been there 
the last time I’d been in Paris over a year ago when 
I d stayed at the much less expensive La Tremoille 
around the comer. They were international-style iffy 
guys, definitely not family men, at their ease, sipping 
drinks, sending faxes, getting phone calls and waiting 
for exactly the sight our little band presented. Three 
Magnificent Girls Three. Since the Plaza is right on the 
Avenue Montaigne, across from Dior and smrounded 
by other dress houses, it’s the red hot centre of town 
for checking out new arrivals. 

‘Come on, kids, follow me,’ I said firmly to my 
charges, herding them across the lobby to the reception 
desk and slapping down all our passports. I d been to 
Paris twice before, to check out the busy French agency 
scene. I’d never been a chaperone before, and my 
new role brought out my leadership qualities. Without 
turning around I could tell that we had become the 
attraction du jour. Who could be blamed for staring at 
three gloriously towering girls all wearing skin-tight 
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cross-country: skiing pants, down-filled parkas and those 
Army boots that models were into this winter? 

Finally we got to the third floor where we were 
billeted, accompanied by a small mob of tip-hungry 
hotel flunkies who didn’t allow us to carry anything but 
our requisite backpacks. Before I found niy own room 
I made sure that each girl had a suite, as promised. 
Except for Jordan, who kept her cool, they were like 
puppies, rushing around and opening doors, switching 
closet lights off and on, exclaiming over the flower 
arrangements and baskets of fruit and iced champagne 
waiting in tall coolers, even bouncing on the brocade- 
and satin-covered beds, while Mike Aaron, curse his 
voyeuristic photographer’s heart, recorded it all for 
Zing. 

He was good, I had to admit it: He’d been working 
steadily and inconspicuously since we all met at JFK 
and by now my models took his presence for granted. 
They’d forgotten that they were starring in an epic of 
photojournalism and behaved as freely as if he wasn’t 
always training a camera on them, with two more loaded 
cameras around his neck. I was nervous enough without 
the added strain of finding a lens looking up my nostrils 
at unexpected moments. 

I m not your -story. I d gone over to set him straight 
as ViC were waiting to board in the departure lounge. 
‘Tlie girls are. So bug out, Aaron. I can’t stand having 
my picture taken, especially since you’re forever creep- 
ing up on me.’ 

He’d looked down at me and favored me with what 
he probably imagined a sincerely wounded look. 
Manipulative must be his middle name, I thought 
taking inventory’ of the changes in him since he’d 
graduated from Lincoln. Basically he’d turned from a 
tall, agile, diabolically attractive boy into an even more 
attractive man. Dark hair, dark eyes, great every-thing 
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• • • the same face of ray countless dreams, but resistible 
now that I’d been iraraunized by the passage of 
years. Yeah, I know he had something new; his major 
reputation, the \itality of real achievement, the inward 
substance won when a person has grown into his power. 

So what? I wasn’t going to let him dominate our trip, 
e way every successful photographer figures it’s his 
God^ven right to do. 

Maxi told me,’ Mike protested, ‘that Justine was an 

integral part of the story. Since I haven’t got Justine, 

you re it, pal. I’ve got no choice. Everyone they have 

contact with is part, of the story. So how come you’re 

pinerashy? No, don’t bother to tell me, it’s your nose, 
isn’t it?’ . ^ 

He grabbed me by my arms and turned me around 
n e light and before I could force myself out of his 
Si^P. he d subjected me to a rapid appraisal from every 
^ng e except the back of my head. I felt as if I were 
something for sale that was unquestionably a fake, the 
on y question being, a fake whaG Every blink of his eye 
^nounced, ‘Get the hell out of my way, I’m in charge 
here and you’re noL’ 

Nothing wrong with the schnoz,’ he finally said as if 
lo reassure me. Mel I was so furious on behalf of the 
insult to my fine nose that I sputtered and couldn’t get 

e words out before he continued. ‘Half the duchesses 
m Italy have one just like it,’ he said, as if he were giving 
me nem I was too dumb to know. ‘American women 
don t understand the appeal of a real nose. Someday 
1 11 explain it to you. If I have time, that is. You could 
probably stand to lose a couple of pounds, pal, but 
personally I’m not offended by a woman who’s a 
bit zaftig. And you’re a terrific contrast to the girls. 
You’ll make the readers understand the huge difference 
between models and ordinary people, they’ll be able to 
relate to you.’ 


93 



cross-country, skiing pants, down-flUed parkas and those 
Army boots that models were into this winter? 

Finally we got to the third floor where we were 
billeted, accompanied by a small mob of tip-hungiy 
hotel flunkies who didn’t allow us to carry anything but 
our requisite backpacks. Before I found my own room 
I made sure that each girl had a suite, as promised. 
Except for Jordan, who kept her cool, they were like 
puppies, rushing around and opening doors, switching 
closet lights off and on, exclaiming over the flower 
arrangements and baskets of fruit and iced champagne 
waiting in tall coolers, even bouncing on the brocade- 
and satin-covered beds, while Mike Aaron, curse his 

wyeuristic photographer’s heart, recorded it all for 
Zing. 


He was good, I had to admit it. He’d been working 
Inconspicuously since we all met at JFK 
^ y now my models took bis presence for granted, 
ey forgotten that they were starring in an epic of 
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a ways training a camera on them, with two more loaded 
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Then Mike Aaron, that insulting pond scum, had the 
incredible balls to actually smile at me, right into my 
eyes, a patented smile if ever I’d seen one, as if I, poor 
mere mortal, was going to be so impressed by eye 
contact — be still my heart! — and his cocky show of 
perfect teeth that I wouldn’t mind his using me as an 
example of Everywoman. If he’d given me that smile 
years ago, when I was a freshman in high school, I bet 
I’d have fainted. I know I’d have fainted. Forward, into 
his arms ... I was never. one to lose an opportunity. 

But today I was another person, tested and tempered 
by time, all passion spent, as someone once said. 

‘Justine modeled professionally for years, Big Game,’ 
I managed to say coldly, but without sounding irritated. 
‘I’m a civilian and that changes the rules.’ 

Big Game”? Nobody’s called me that since I was a 

kid.’ 


Big Game Aaron,” the boy wonder of Abraham 
Lincoln,’ I sneered, with a pretty terrific smile of my 
ovra. Always came ready to play, yeah, that’s what they 
said. I was there when you lost to Erasmus. Personally 
lost, blew it all by yourself. That last crucial free throw, 
remember? What an air ball! It must have been ten feet 
short. Bad luck. Big Game, or was it, could it have been 
. . . nerves'?' 


“You are one mean bitch!’ 

C^t it in one, kid. Congratulations. So keep out of 
my face!’ • ^ 

And he had, more or IcK. He certainly hadn’t tried 
that sm.le on me aga.n and ifl happened to be in the 
shot he getung, at east I knew it wouldn't be.a 
close-up. I don t thtnk M.ke wanted to hear more about 
hts spom tareer. Even tl.e best players have ofT-days and 
he couldn t knmv that I d only watched him plky his 
senior year, which had been, the Frigm.... u ^ 
ttvide. fucking brilliant. S=>u>c 
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I left Mike and Maude wth the girls, who were 
clustered together, leaning, no doubt phologenically, 
over a balcony and getting their first breath of Paris air. 
The clerk from Reception, who’d never left my side, 
led me to the door of my room and flung it open, 
motioning for me to walk in. 

^What on earth is this?’ I asked him. 

This is what Madame d’Angelle herself arranged for 
you.’ 

I looked around the gigantic comer suite. There 
'vas a vast, almost circular sitting room with three 
of floor-to-ceiling French doors that opened onto 
conies of their own. There w'ere two magnificent 
0 ooms, one even bigger than the other, with large 
ressing rooms and gorgeous bathrooms, plus a 

^est John in the entrance hall. The whole thing was 
ndiculous. 

Madame d’Angelle didn’t know if you’d prefer 'to 
s eep on the Avenue Montaigne side or the courtyard, 
so took both bedrooms,’ he explained. ‘The court- 
yard side is perhaps more quiet.’ 

But these flowers?’ I flopped my hands at the lushly 
nued vases that stood everywhere I looked. 

1 don tknow, Madame. I haven’t read the cards.’ He 
^ve me that nervous shoulder twitch known as the 
allic shrug, as if the French had invented it. 

May I summon the maid to unpack for Madame?’ 
“Yeah, sure, why not? And please get me a Valium on 
me. The big blue one, not the little yellow one.’ 
‘Madame?’ 

Never mind.’ I’ d finally realized that all this had been 
intended for Justine. When had she sent the fax saying 
that she wasn t coming? When had Necker gotten the 
news? Not before this morning, obviously, or I wouldn’t 
be surrounded by so many flowers that there was every 
chance I’d get hay fever in the middle of winter. 
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Frankie, I said to myself, enjoy it while you have the 
chance, tomorrow you’ll be moved to a broom closet. 

‘Madame d’Angelle left me this note to deliver to you 
by hand,’ he said as he was leaving. 

Dear Justine, 

Bienvenue d Paris! I hope you and the girls all had a 
most pleasant Jlight and that the accommodations are 
comfortable. On the part of Monsieur Necker I should 
like to invite you and your three ^debutantes' to an 
informal dinner at his home this evening at eight. There 
will be a car arriving for you at seven fortyfive. If there s 
anything you need, please let the hotel manager know. 

He has instructions to provide anything you request. 

Pm looking forward to tonight with great pleasure. 

Most sincerely, 

Gabrielle d’Angelle 

I read this note over twice. This was a clear- 
cut command performance with no chance to refuse. 
How could Necker be so cold-blooded that he’d use 
Gabrielle to invite Justine to dinner in a group instead 
of arranging his meeting with her himself? 

Then I started thinking about alternadves. The girls 
v/ould be thrilled to be invited to a dinner party their 
first night in Paris and if \ve didn’t celebrate somehow 
they’d be disappointed. And did I really expect Necker 
to make an ordinary phone call to Justine? Wasn’t a 
party, with other people around to cushion things, tlie 
best way to handle this tense meeting? 

On reflection. I thought the plan was as good a one 
as could be worked ouu Talk about your awkward 
situations! There was only one problem, Justine wasn’t 
in Paris. No, make that uvo problems. She wasn’t and / 

w;i5. 

I left the maid to unpack the suitcase full of new 



find ie Sr^d'Sl ,r"‘ 1?™ *" “ 

the elevaSr T c • ^hont dinner. Standing by 

tender interest looked Uke 

had her back to '^ho 

scomfuUv and u- ^ n worker as ever, I thought 
‘Frankfp ’ • ^tm wthout stopping. 

who looked shi*°.'° world’s merriest widow, 

where in the neiirtit, dancing happily some- 

done her fece hS Whoever had 

•TT. . ^ , “ad done real good. 

all on Sai^e’fl f it wonderful! We’re 

Cinderella storv i ° ^ reading all about this 

In on the acti^ Wear- I’m so thrilled to be 

^ soon as nossihl ? t ^ ^ everybody just 

gup?’ ^ • introduce the girls to some cute 

hrmsed^ '^cou’nV' answered for me. ‘Peaches 
still holding W • ^ ^"gers skiing,’ he explained, 
left Saint-Moritz solicitously, ‘so she 

enough.’ " ^ grasp her ski pole tightly 

to sit ^ything more frustrating than having 

dorm Z ^ ^li is charging 

though I flashed a smile even I, critic 

ftdendliness nttait looked as if not only the 

‘Gollv » T ^ teeth themselves were genuine, 
teeth ‘T a^eed through my very own original 

‘S-V J"f ^^^te it when that hap^ns.’ ^ 

glamornn^ a story on the most 

demurely. ‘That’s 

that w(*’d K ° hne)''^ each other. Isn’t it a coincidence 
tnat we d buinp into each other here?’ 

t just love it when that happens.’ 
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‘So do I,’ Mike said, giving me a dirty look. ‘You trying 
to find the girls?’ he asked. 

‘That seems to be my lot in life.’ 

‘They’re all in Maude’s room, telling her, on the 
record, how they lost their virginity. I had to leave. It 
was much too graphic for me and I just hate it when 
that happens.' 

‘Thanks, Aaron,’ I said and charged off down the hall. 

‘Room 31 T he yelled after me. 

I knocked on the door of 311, breathing fire. Not 
one of my girls had ever been interviewed before. They 
had no idea of how even a few words could be twisted 
and quoted out of context by any magazine writer, 
particularly Maude Callender. She opened the door, 
frowning when she saw me. Her ascot was off and her 
buttoned boots were lying on the floor. So were all 
my charges, sprawled out, eating enormous club sand- 
wiches from a pile on a platter and drinking Cokes. 

‘Have you gjrls been read your Miranda Rights?’ I 
asked angrily. 

‘Astonishing,’ Maude said acidly, ‘all three of them 
turn out to be virgins. Who would have bet money on 
that?’ 

Isn t that why Zing is calling this story “Innocents 
Abroad ? Jordan asked, darting me a private look that 
might as well have been a wink. 

We thought that was the reason we were picked,' 
April added, lifdng that head of hers that lacked only 
a tiara to finish it properly. ‘At least I know I did.’ 

I ve been kissed. Tinker offered, plaintively, her 
million-dollar pout working overtime. ‘ “Soul kissed,’’ 

I think he called it. Does that count? It tv-as only the 
one time and I didn't like it much.’ 

‘Don’t let anyone do that to you again,’ Jordan 
snapped. ‘That’s die first step on the road to perdition. 
It’s a well-known fact.’ 
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It ^vas New Year’s Eve,’ Tinker explained, 
liiats not an excuse,’ Jordan told her. ‘They’ll 
find something - if it’s not New Year’s Eve it’s 
Presidents’ Day - just say no.’ 
e , this hasn’t been an entirely wasted session,’ 
arr'^ ^ ^’^nounced. ‘At least I know that you girls are 
ccomphshed liars, a fact that doesn’t do me any good 
beta’s not as if I had proof.’ ^ 

invited to dinner tonight at 
you’re ^ the girls. ‘So go decide what 

of you, off the floor, 
before tv, sandivich any of you eat 

biU ^ "^y f like one little 

of strenm^^^^ thinking that I ivas not in a position 
knew enforce dietary discipline. Somehow she 

Niphtm extra pounds. She had a point. 

4^di«d“nXhead“'‘*''""® 

eoin^^^ this ^nner party,’ I heard myself saying, ‘I’m 

inalcp ^ ™ counting on the three of you to 

inspire me by your example.’ 

creHiU ^^^ng a diet in Paris?’ Maude asked in- 

on scribbling away in her notebook. ‘Is that 

on the record?’ . 

Maude, this story isn’t about me, it’s about them.’ 

A/To .f ^ Maxi Amberville wants, eis usual,’ 

_ u e said. And she didn’t put anybody off limits. Are 

Mike and I invited to this party?’ 

Nope, this party is about what Necker wants and- he 
own t know anything about Zing. Sorry about that.’ 

rankly. I’m not. I need a good night’s sleep. I’ll 
catch up with Necker- later,’-. Maude said, wriggling 
out of her dandy’s jacket, unbuttoning her vest and 
stretching -widely as she took that off too. 

She looked relaxed for the first time since she’d 
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joined us on the trip over. In just her trousers and 
ruffled shirt I was interested to see that she looked 
no more oddly dressed than any of us and a thousand 
times more attractive than I would have imagined. Her 
costume, her carapace of strict tailoring from another 
century, certainly worked to give her a safe place from 
which to quiz the world. Amazing what the choice of a 
uniform can do. Now, with her short ash-blond hair 
messed up and her observant expression turned off, 
Maude was, and no other word will do, truly pretty. I 
looked at her closely and realized that she couldn’t be 
more than thirty-nine or forty. She had a surprisingly 
voluptuous and feminine body once she lost her jacket 
and vest, terrific breasts under that shirt, a slim 
waist and decidedly feminine hips. The half-boy, half- 
girl look disappeared with her clothes. 

T’m whipped,’ she said. ‘Jet lag is bad enough without 
trying to talk to a bunch of kids. Want a sandwich?’ 

‘No, thanks,’ I said regretfully. She didn’t know it but 
my diet had just started. ‘Zaftig’ has never been one 
of my favorite words and when that eagle-eyed Aaron 
used it about me, I hate to admit it but I winced. 

‘Diet Coke?’ she asked, waving me to a chair. 

‘Love one,’ I answered, sitting down. It occurred to 
me that it would be smarter to be friendly with her than 
not. 

‘Maude, I know you have to ask a lot of questions for 
your story, but why don’t you wait a little, until you get 
to know the girls naturally? They’re basically good kids 
but they’re gun-shy. People are always prying . and 
poking at models, as if they weren’t really human. Why, 
for instance, are you so interested in whether they’re 
virgins or not? After all, tliis is the nineties, what 
difference does it make?’ 

‘Because of all the talk today about chastity and 
abstinence — two years ago I wouldn’t have dreamed of 


100 



asking that question, but now it’s become interesting 
again, even important, because they're role models to 
other girls. If one or two of them are virgins, that’s 
meaningful, even newswordiy. Three would be a banner 
headline.’ 

‘I see your point, but I still think that it’s loo early to 
expect them to be honest with you. Remember, they're 
used to being treated like freafo by everyone but each 
other and their agencies, and that makes them gun-shy.’ 

But they ere freaks,’ she protested. ‘Not one woman 
in ten million looks like them. They’re aberrations of 
nature.’ 


‘Yeah, but Maude, they canH help it You should get 
^ed to seeing them as superlative human animals, not 
freaks. And the statistically astonishing fact that not one 
of them smokes, thank God, is a better angle than their 
sex^ habits, if you ask me.’ I think I set her off on tire 
nghtpa^. Somewhat. Any^y, w’e made friends. A little, 
o one in the agency business believes that a journalist 
be a real ftietid. We’ve all been burned too often. 

By the time 1 got back to my private perfumed palace 
oth beds had been turned down, the lamps were lit, 
^d a fire glowed nicely in the sitting room; I walked 
into one of the dressing rooms and almost fell down in 
surprise at the sight of what die maid had unpacked. 

Justine must really have felt guilty! There ^v^s a whole 
rack of stuff; dresses, pants, jackets, and two lorig coats, 
one in camel hair ivith a red shearling lining, the other 
a floor-length, black cashmere cape with a zip-in black 
satin quilted lining for evening. There were a half dozen 
pairs of shoes oii the floor. yards of cashmere mufflers, 
handbags, gloves and piles of lingerie and pantyhose in 
the drawers. I ruffled through the clothes, discovering 
a paradise of more cashmere, silk and leather, all in the 
kind of good-taste colors from black to ivory with a few 
stops at red, pewter, moss green and subde browns that 
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makes it impossible to go wrong no matter what you 
throw on. Lots of the fabrics had that kind of re^suring 
stretchy feeling that promised a righteously helpful 
mixture of Lycra or spandex. I hope Justine got it all 
wholesale. On the other hand, as we taxpayers all know, 
there’s no free lunch, and there sure as hell is no free 
Donna Karan. What was I going to have to do for this? 

I soon found out. 

‘What are you doing hereT Gabrielle d’Angelle gasped. 
She was standing right behind the manservant who had 
opened the door to Necker’s house on the Avenue de 
Suffren, bordering the garden of the Champ de Mar^ 

‘Didn’t Justine explain in her fax?’ I was as surprised 
as she was. 

‘Fax! We received no fax!’ 

‘That’s impossible,' I said flatly. ‘She sent you one the 
minute she was sure.’ Instinctively I vamped for time. 
The dog had eaten my homework and my memory had 
stopped working from shock. 

‘ “Sure” about wha(? Monsieur Necker expects Miss 
Loring!’ 

‘Well, that’s tough, but when the doctors all say you 
can’t fly, you can’t fly. You understand that as well as 
I do, Gabrielle, and thanks for all the magnificent 
flowers, they’re incredible, even if you sent them to the 
wrong person. I’ll tell Justine how beautiful they are 
when I phone her. Right! A monster ear infection. It 
all came back to me in a glorious flash. All, that is, 
except why she hadn’t sent the fax. 

‘We d better both pray that the antibiotics work,’ I 
added, ‘and that she recovers quickly enough to come 
ov'cr here before the collection. Those ear infections 
arc dangerous, don’t you agree, Gabrielle?’ When I've 
got trouble I alwa)^ try' to make it the other guy’s 
problem too. 
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•Come on in giris, for heaven’s s*e, I “' 

■Gabrielle doesn’t want you to stand there in * ^ ’ 

do you. Gabrielle?’ I shooed *em ms.de before she 
could answer. ‘The important thing is e ^ 

here, safe and sound, isn’t that 
. ‘Of course,’ she answered, transforming ors^ 
into the smoothie I remembered. ‘Welcome to Fans, 
all three of you. I’m enchanted that you’re here. 

As she shook their hands I observed ° ^ 

language and decided that she didn t have an i 
what Necker was up to. She still looked slightly mi e 
at the change of chaperone to one of a lower staws, 
but not one tenth of one percent as upset as her oss 
was going to be. What 1 was burning to know ^ how 
Justine could have screwed me like this. She d sworn 
that she was going to send the fax once our plane 
off. What the bloody hell could possibly have stopped 
her? . , 

‘Monsieur Necker is rvaiting to greet you upstmrs, 
Gabrielle informed us. ‘We’ll take the elevator. n y 
then did 1 look around and realize that we 
standing in a room with a black and white marb e oor 
and the dimensions of a ballroom that coul on y 
the entrance hall to the largest and grandest 
house I’d ever seen. Since there was a staircase curw g 
up against one ivall, the sort of majestic s^rc^e Y® 

’ seen in the White House, with a 

descending to greet distinguished guests, i 

why we couldn’t walk up. Especially since it ^ 

lo4er. Even one second longer iv^ better 

be an ideal nine for me to meet » 

manservant was already taking our , sense as 

However. laUing "‘S.? of 

it continued to use. Evidently p street as if it 

thp house which had looked, from the street, as ii 

were t. TeUffive stories »«. Ab *e elevator stopped. 
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much too soon, I managed to squeeze between the girls 
like one of those characters in a Western who hunkers 
down inside a group of horses. There was a confusion 
as all five of us tried to be polite and let everyone else 
go first, which was exactly the effect I’d been hoping 
for. 

We finally sorted ourselves out and, since there was 
no way I could postpone it any longer, I pulled myself 
together and prepared to meetjustine’s father. I looked 
up, rather bravely, if I say so myself, but I didn’t see 
anyone in the vast room that stretched dimly fonvard 
toward a wall of solid glass two stories high from floor 
to ceiling. Beyond the wall, perhaps a thousand feet 
away, was a section of the base of the Eiffel Tower, 
brilliandy illuminated by floodlights. 

The girls and I were so stunned by this unexpected 
iron giant out of Jules Verne, so amazed by seeing it 
floating so close to us, that at first we stood there and 
gaped. It was like part of the most enormous Tinkertoy 
you could imagine. The sight was irresistibly ivacky in 
its scale and drama, and the girls all rushed, mag- 
netized, toward the wall of glass and craned their necks 
up, exclaiming to each other. I stayed close to Gabrielle. 
Time enough to look at the view after I’d delivered the 
medical bulletin. 

‘Jules,’ Gabrielle said to a butler, ‘where is Monsieur? 

‘I don’t know, Madame.’ 

‘Go tell him his guests have arrived.’ She was clearly 
surprised not to find him waiting. I had a flash. Necker 
was as nervous about this as I was. He was hiding out 
the way I had in the elevator. No, betterl Necker was as 
nervous about this as /tu/me would be if she was here. 
So I had notliing to be nerv'ous about! I was just the 
messenger. 

Well. That bit of logical tliinking made me feel a little 
better. Then, Necker entered the room and I felt, 
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suddenly, a whole lot worse. His expression was utterly 
composed but my curiosity made me glance quickly 
at his eyes. I saw a look so full of joyous expectation 
mixed with timidity and humility and hope, that it 
broke my heart He stopped dead inside die doorway, 
instantly looking aivay from me toward the girls at the 
window and.then back to me. He walked rapidly toward 
GabrieUe. 

‘Where is Miss Loring?’ he asked her. 

‘Miss Severino will tell you,’ she replied. 

‘Mi^ Severino?’ He shook my hand automatically. ‘Is 
Miss Loring delayed?’ 

‘Yes, that’s correct. Monsieur Necker, she’s delayed. 
That is, she’s delayed in New' York, not in Paris. I . 
don’t understand why she hasn’t let you know, there’s 
obviously been a communications failure, but Justine’s 
sick, really ill, ivith a middle ear infection. The doctors 
wouldn’t let her travel under any conditions, she’s on 
antibiotics up to the gills. She made me promise to tell 
you how sorry she ^vas that this happened at the last 
minute. She intends to get over as soon as she can travel, 
lu the meanwhile, she sent me instead — ’ 

‘She is not in Paris?’ There was no question in his flat 
words although he’d framed the statement as if it were, 
as if he hadn’t quite understood me. 

‘No.’ 

He didn’t buy it. 1 knew that right away, although 
I’d put my best into the explanation and I’ve al\vays 
been a gifted liar. Anyone but Necker would have 
believed me. That complicated look in his eyes had died 
although his expression would never have told anyone 
that he’d just had a body blow. 

‘She sent you “instead”?’ He repeated my words in 
a monotone as if they were only about a minor question 
of delegation of authority. 

, ‘Why yes, of course, I’m Justine’s second in command. 
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so obviously it had to be me. It was such a rush, getting 
packed at the last minute, I hadn’t expected to leave 
New York, you can imagine . . I ran out of gas because 
I couldn’t find anything at all to say that would give him 
hope. I looked helplessly at the utter desolation in his 
eyes. 

‘So. I see. That’s a shame, isn’t it? I sincerely hope 
she gets better soon. And, in any case, you’re here, 
looking charming, and you’re most welcome in my 
home. I trust they’ve made you comfortable at the 
hotel.’ He took a deep breath and gave me a brief 
formal smile that hurt to look at. ‘Now, let me get you 
something to drink. Miss Severino, and then you can 
introduce me to the young ladies.’ 

Wow, I thought, as I followed him, I knew where 
Justine got that unearthly calm, that self-control. It was 
pure Necker. Man, if this guy had been my long-lost 
Dad, I’d jump into his arms, no questions asked, all the 
past forgiven and forgotten, and not just because he 
was rich but because he had so much class. To say 
nothing of being one of the best-looking men I’d ever 
seen at any age. 

By this time the gfirls had noticed Necker and were 
coming down the length of the room. I suddenly 
remembered that this was, for each of them, a highly 
competitive moment. None of us knew what part Necker 
would play in choosing the Lombardi girl, but we had 
to assume that it would be a m^’or one. 

First came April, moving with an easy, unstudied 
grace. She’d picked her dress cleverly; a bare, but 
somehow demure, black silk slip dress with a graduated 
string of pearls that showcased her exquisitely well-bred 
look more emphatically than anything elaborate. Her 
sudden smile flashed, but not too broadly, her amazing 
hair was pulled straight back from her face and flowed 
simply down her back like Alice in Wonderland’s. I 
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thought that if there were a young Grace Kelly today, 
this was how she would have been dressed- for an 
important meeting wth her future mother-in-law. Oh, 
proper, perfect April! * 

After Necker shook hands. %dth April he greeted 
Tinker. I had wondered which of her incarnations she’d 
put on tonight; were we going to be treated to a high- 
fashion diva or the ravishing little orphan dreaming of 
a rainbow? I’d been too busy being nervous to check 
her out before now. Ah, the princess bride approached, 
clad - you couldn’t say ‘dressed’ with Tinker - clad in 
pure white satin, a short dress as simple as April’s but 
v^th long sleeves and a demure scoop neck. She’d 
fiddled \tith her hair until she’d produced a sort of 
c^ual updo with curling tendrils framing her face, and 
pinned a few fresh rosebuds in it here and there, 
making good use of the flowers in her suite. Tinker had 
obviously learned a lot from the many makeup artists 
who’d worked on her. Tonight she was all extraordinary 
eyes and the palest pink mouth, with no other make- 
up. She looked about twelve, a grave, thoughtful and 
dangerous twelve you’d marry off in a hurry if you 
v/ere her parents. There should be a law, 1 thought 
proudly, until I realized that for all our efforts with her 
she still walked badly. Her body language didn’t say 
triumphantly, ‘Look at me,’ but told you she’d much 
prefer to be ignored. It wasn’t so much that she was 
totally awkward but that she had a strong quality of 
inner tentativeness that made her seem not quite here. 
As she came nearer I spotted the trembling of her lips, 
the not-quite-hidden fear in her eyes. 

And then came Jordan. The others disappeared in 
comparison. She was wearing a long slender turtleneck 
tunic and wide-legged pants, both made of dark scarlet 
crushed velvet, with flat silver slippers and large rock 
cry-stal hoops swnging from her sublimely set ears. The 


107 



other two girls wore their highest heels, which made 
them inches taller than Necker. Only Jordan seemed 
life-sized in relation to him. But it wasn’t the sensational 
outfit that caused her to eclipse the others, it was her 
attitude. She could have been the hostess and Jacques 
Necker the guest. She looked so much at home that it 
seemed impossible that she had just arrived in this 
room. Although he’d shaken hands with me and the 
other girls, Necker kissed hers, which Jordan seemed 
to find only natural. He might be Swiss, I thought, but 
he has French reactions. 

I was only too happy to keep my eyes down and my 
nose in my drink while Necker put April and Tinker at 
their ease by asking them questions about their lives. 
Jordan, having made her point, drifted away and stood 
in front of a long desk with a worn red velvet top and 
lavish, gilded carving decorating its dark wood. Small 
precious ohyects were precisely arranged on the desk- 
top, giving place of honor to a small painting of a 
rearing black and white horse in an elaborate frame. I 
watched her as she left her contemplation of the desk 
and walked quietly from one piece of furniture to 
another, apparently deep in thought and oblivious to 
the conversation of the others. Was Jordan shy, I 
wondered? Or Just unwilling to compete for Necker s 
attention at this point in the evening. 

I knew it couldn’t be the furniture that really in- 
terested her. As far as I was concerned, the various 
pieces all looked more or less the same to me. They 
were all, I assumed, the height of magnificence, yet 
I found them boring, as if I’d seen them all before. 
The only thing that kept the room from being over- 
poweringly grand was the view and I was too nervous to 
appreciate it. 

Eventually dinner was served and Necker placed me 
at his right, in the place that had been meant for 


108 



Justine. He casually motioned Jordan toTiis left and told 
everybody else to sit wherever they wanted. Over the 
muted hum of female conversation I heard Jordan 
speak. - 

‘The painting on the ebony bureau plat upstairs, 
Monsieur Necker, could it be by Jean-Marc Winckler?’ 

‘It is,’ he anssvered, clearly surprised. ‘The horse 
belonged to one of the princes of Liechtenstein, How 
did you guess?’ 

I wrote my college thesis on Madame de Pompadour 
and how a king’s mistress rvas decisive in influencing 
the world of decorative art.’ 

‘Yet decorative arts continued to evolve under 
anoAer Louis,’ he said with an abstracted smile that 
reminded me so much of Justine that I almost gasped. 

How can one Louis not lead to another?’ Jordan 
aughed. After Louis XV I studied on my own and 
c^tually I found myself almost as attracted by Louis 
... I never would have imagined that any private 
person could own such magnificent examples of both 
penods.’ 

I started collecting when it was still out of fashion,’ 
he explained. 

1 didn’t know that Joseph or Leleu could ever be but 

0 fashion. They’re beyond fashion,’ Iordan said with 
spirit 

1 drank some wne in a silent toast to a hopeless cause. 

1 knew what she was up to, all right, but it wouldn’t do 
her any good, not when the poor man had just had such 
a heartrending disappointment But bless Jordan for 
making conversation. It took the heat off me. And it 
was a learning experience. I’d just discovered that I 
knew bupkis about furniture. 

Binncr went on too long and I was grateful when 
GabricUe suggested, soon afterward, that we must all be 
tired and want to leave early. It was just past eleven and 
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I couldn’t begin to figure out how many hours it had 
been since I’d left New York. 

There seemed to be a lot of unnecessary giggling 
in the limo which kept me from falling asleep. Jordan, 
speaking rapid, and obviously, for me, incompre- 
hensible, French, was making friends with Albert, the 
digpiified middle-aged chauffeur. First Necker, now the 
chauffeur, I thought in weary wonder as we finally came 
to a stop. The girls piled out of the car. I opened my 
eyes. No hotel. 

‘Where the hell are we?’ I demanded. 


‘Les Bains Douche, as the young ladies requested, 
Albert replied, coming to open the door for me. 

Even I, cloistered as I am, had heard of the most 
notorious and, as the girls would say, ‘happening’ club 
in Paris. ‘Everyone’ went there, from drag queens to 
drug dealers to rock stars. It was quartered in a tum-of- 
the-century bathhouse but there were doubts about how 
reformed the atmosphere was. Certainly no one went 
there to get clean. 


Tell them to get back in here this minute!’ I shouted. 

But, Madame, they have already been admitted.’ 

Bitches! I’d kill them with my bare hands. An 
adrenaline rush got me to the pavement, fighting mad. 

your cap and come with me,’ I ordered 
Albert. I can t go in there alone.’ 

‘Madame!’ he replied, shocked. 

I snatched his cap off his head and threw it in the 
car. He made a perfectly respectable escort, if a little 
long in the tooth. I marched him past the three hulking 
doormen or bouncei^ or whatever a place like that has 
to keep out undesirable.s-or to admit onfy undesirables, 
depending on your point of view- ivith the unquestion- 
able authonty of an undercover cop, a version^f Andy 
Sipowicz crossed \«th Serpico, ■' 


‘Room for two more at 


your .able, ladies?' I asked, 
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glaring at Jordan. The girls were seated right on the 
mobbed dance floor, obviously the table of honor, 
and so far they were alone. I could feel the greedy, 
mesmerized gaze of the entire crowd on them. It tvas 
like being in the eye of a tornado. 

‘Oh, Frankie, we thought you’d passed out cold,’ 
Jordan answered, so help me, wthout turning a hair, 
or we would never have left you,’ 

Thanks for your consideration. I’ll keep it in mind 
when I handcuff you to the radiator.’ 

Please, Frankie,’ April laughed, ‘don’t be mean. You 
were young once, tvay back when.’ 

Oh, you’re looking for it too, are you? Come on, 
girls, we’re out of here.’ 

Surely, just one dance,’ a man’s voice said, and ! saw 
^ guy grab April by the hand and whirl her away, 
other fellow had TTinker on her feet and there were 


two of them fighting over Jordan. That was all I had 
tin)e to notice before somebody or other yanked me up 
3nd I •^vas dancing myself. 

We got back to the hotel safely, at dawn. Do I have 
that I made those girls look as if they were 
still learning how to do the box step? 


Ill 
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‘What’s with Justine?’ asked Carrie, one of the bookers, 
when the phones fell silent late in the afternoon of the 
day after Frankie and her charges had taken off for 
Paris. 

‘Maybe she inherited money from a cousin she didn t 
know she had,’ Dodie, another booker, replied. ‘She 
was humming something familiar this morning and 
when I asked her what it was, she looked surprised 
and said she didn’t have a clue. Later it came to me, a 
golden oldie called “It Might as Well Be Spring. 
Weird, huh? Justine’s not one of nature’s hummers. 

‘She could be trying to exercise a positive influence 
on the weather,’ hazarded Johanna, a third booker. ‘Did 
you listen to the radio this morning?’ 

‘Blizzard and major freeze expected,’ Carrie groaned. 
‘Maybe Justine is one of those people who feels good 
when there’s a big storm brewing. If it gets any colder 
than it is already, they should shut down the city out of 
common kindness.’ 

‘Maybe tomorrow will be a “snow day” like we used 
to have in school,’ Dodie said wistfully. ‘Remember 
finding out that you couldn’t go to school so you could 
watch soaps all day long? God, I miss being a kid on 
snow days.’ 

‘Go on home, everybody,’ Justine said, suddenly 
appearing in the booking room. ‘It’s Friday and almost 
quitting time anyway. Nothing s going to happen that 
I can’t handle.’ 
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After her grateful bookers had scurried off, Justine 
turned off the lights of the office, sat in one of the 
bookers’ chairs and put her feet up on the circular desk. 

She loved to be alone here, in sole possession of her 
domain high above the nearest buildings. There was a 
tvide view from the large windows of the booking room 
which included a slice of street that cut straight across 
the city clear to Central Park West. Behind the fanciful 
silhouetted towers of those fine old apartment houses 
Justine could glimpse, across the Hudson, the last 
fragment of sunset fading into the dark plum of a winter 
sky. 

Who would want to live anywhere but on the edge of 
a continent, Justine asked herself. Who would want to 
live anywhere but here and now in the last years of the 
twentieth century? Who would want to live earlier in 
history, before Novocain, before hair spray, before 
telephones, before zur travel and glossy fashion maga- 
zines full of nonsense? Who would want to be a woman 
in the days when a woman couldn’t build a business on 
her own, unless she opened a whorehouse? Why did she 
so rarely take the time to realize how wonderful her life 
was? 

Justine relaxed more deeply in the chair, slumping 
until she was almost reclining, bathed in a feeling of . 
free-floating happiness. There svas really nothing special 
to account for the quality of her mood, she reflected, 
ttnlcss a rare steak had powers she’d never known about. 
Amazing what a good cook Aiden had turned out to be 
~ he’d even made a salad — and what a deft hand he 
had at Gibsons. It had been sort of nice to let a man 
make the drinks and take over in the kitchen. Definitely 
the son of pleasant evening a sensible person should 
permit herself to enjoy cs'cry now and then - a dollop 
of gin, something basically satisfying to eat. a nice long, 
mmhVmg chat in front of the fire, a kiss goodnight - or 
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had it been two, one medium slow, one very quick, or 
the other way around? 

She was glad she’d listened to Aiden when he’d 
looked around her basement and told her that there 
wasn’t a minute to lose in replacing the furnace. He’d 
called her secretary this morning and reported that his 
supplier had the right model in stock, so the new 
furnace should be in by now. Apparendy it was a simple 
process. She’d never planned on such a rush job, but 
the weather reports were so ominous that Aiden had 
convinced her of the need for haste. 

What, she wondered, would the weather be like now 
in Paris? Would Frankie be bundled up in one or 
another of her new coats? 

FRANKIE! 

Jesus Christ! She’d forgotten to send the fax to 
Gabrielle! 

Justine almost fell out of the chair as the realization 
hit her. She righted herself, got up in a hurry and 
started to pace the floor, feeling the sweat break out on 
her brow. She’d never done anything so completely 
irresponsible before! Never, ever! My God, what could 
have come over her? This was utterly, completely and 
impossibly unforgivable. She’d sent her best friend right 
into the lion’s den without anything to protect her. 

Frantically Justine tried to figure out what time it 
must be in Paris at this moment at Just after five in the 
evening in New York. Add six hours, that made it past 
eleven at night. Didn’t she have to add in the travel 
time too in order to figure it out? Her mind wouldn’t 
work. She d send that fax immediately, but by now 
it was too late. Or maybe not, maybe nobody from 
Necker’s knew yeL Oh. shit, as if Necker himself 
wouldn’t know she %\asn’t there. He’d probably met the 
plane. 

Feeling increasingly incredulous at her own behavior. 
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Justine tried to recapitulate the events of yesterday. 
She’d been in a terrible, gloomy, evil mood all day, and 
then, foi^etting to send the fax, she’d gone home 
and calmly had a cup of tea and interviewed a con- 
tractor, had an unexpected evening with him and gone 
to sleep. Today she’d worked all day, with a fax machine 
no more than twenty feet aw’ay, and now, only now, at 
least a day too late, she’d remembered. And it wasn’t 
as if she needed a fax machine to alert Gabrielle 
d Angelle, she could have phoned her yesterday, right 
np to the, time that Frankie’s plane had landed. The fax 
tvas preferable because you could lie more easily on 
paper than in person. 

Somewhere, embedded in all of this, "was the reason 
why she hadn’t sent the fax, Justine told herself, think- 
ing hard. She was a clearheaded woman who simply did 
not allow herself to behave in an irrational way. It must 
ave something to do with her mood of yesterday, 
something related to that paranoid but recurrent fear 
at Meeker might suddenly materialize physically in the 
oorway, a notion that had haunted her ever since the 
search for the Lombardi face had been settled. In the 
space of a phone call she’d found herself trapped and 
powerless to deny this chance to her ^rls. 

But not powerless, after all, Justine realized. Not so 
topped that she could be manipulated! She’d shown 
him that, by God! 

Hah! Justine shouted as she finally understood that 
d forgotten to send the fax on purpose. She’d 
kno^vn that Frankie could be counted on to handle the 
situation and she’d kno\vn that Necker would urider- 
st^d that his entire elaborate plan had failed. She’d 
rejected him again, and without having to send so 
much as a word on paper. What an amazingly efficient 
subconscious mind she had, she thought triumphantly. 
It had known that it wasn’t enough to send Frankie in 
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her place, it had also arranged for her to ‘forget’ to 
send the fax. 

‘Good show, old girl,’ Jusdne said, congratuladng 
herself out loud in the empty office. After a few minutes 
of victorious musing she found that as her elation faded, 
the big booking room was beginning to feel cold. She 
took herself into her own office where the windows 
didn’t leak as much air and sat down behind her desk, 
where a lamp was still switched on. Her eyes fell on 
a framed photograph of her mother holding her as a 
baby, a picture so familiar that she no longer really 
looked at it. Suddenly Justine felt curious enough to 
pick it up and study it intently. Her recent actions 
toward Necker had made her feel closer to her mother 
than ever. 

Justine picked up a magnifying glass and con- 
centrated her attention on her mother’s head. Helena 
Loring had been a true beauty, she decided with 
professional dispassion. She was just over twenty in that 
photograph, and allowing for the changes in hair and 
makeup in the last thirty-three years, she could have 
had a modeling career if she’d wanted it. 

But of course that would have been too chancy, wth 
a child to support. No, her mother had chosen a path 
that would, before all else, protect her daughter from 
the ups and downs of fortune. She had given herself 
entirely to her department store job. As she thought 
about it, Justine realized that she herself had never truly 
understood what sacrifices her motlier must have made 
to give her the best possible upbringing. 

Justine counted her advantages. She’d gone to the 
best private school in the city; she’d been encouraged 
to invite her friends home; she’d had ice skating lessons 
and ballet lessons; every summer she’d been .sent to a 
fine camp in Upper Michigan, and for as far back as 
she could remember, she’d had all the appropriate 
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pretty clothes any little girl could want. Tears came 
into her eyes, as she thought of the woman who had 
oved her so much, a mother who. had never burdened 
her with a sense of guilt in return for her devotion. How 
many daughters could say that? Whatever she did to 
Necker would never be enough to make up for what 

ne d done to her mother. 

At least, Justine thought, putting down the photo- 

, er mother had lived to see her successful, with 

business, a kind of security her 

mud, ^ working for others, no matter how 

Tbok encouraged Justine 

h J modeling, and even in 

alert on the 

^ mr business opportunities. 

models'^dtlv^t advantage that most of the other 
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crucial^sh?Hin ^ ^ appreciate every 

"■»W ^nd thf potenS good^nough 
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material stylist, she’d pounced on the raw 

making ^ photographers, 

tion m^v immediate sensa- 

ihe ap#.n cover in her first month of work, 

u I business had been terrifyingly rough going 
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or rtedh , over 'innl she was able to arrange a line 
caT h,n Z w^eekly payroll. Nothing had been 

but during those first years Lulu had been Justine’s 
latmchmg pad into *e agency business. E^ntu^l 
she d been lured to Hollywood and swallowed up bj 
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stardom, but by that time Loring Model Management 
was a healthy business. 

Getting up, Justine moved to the window and looked 
out at the city she’d loved at first sight. At night, in 
midwinter, there was a harder sparkle to the lights. The 
city belonged to the North and it responded to cold by 
growing brighter and clearer, cleaned by icy winds. 
She’d hated to leave New York, when after four months 
of grooming, her agency had arranged for her to go to 
Paris for additional polishing. Had they any idea of what 
they were setting in motion, Justine wondered? Did they 
ever ask themselves how they changed the lives of the 
girls for whom they arranged those necessary European 
tours of duty? Now that she was routinely doing it 
herself, she knew that an agency head had to send her 
girls off in the same way that parents are forced to shut 
off" their imaginations when they send their kids away 
to college. 

No, not even Willy herself could have known that 
sending young Justine Loring to Paris for six months 
was delivering her to the worst man she would ever 
meet Frankie didn’t know, they’d never guessed, she 
had never told anyone on earth about Marco Lombardi. 

Marco had been a junior assistant at Lanvin then, only 
a year older than she, but fatally well skilled in the arts 
of seduction. If he had involved her in nothing more 
than a brief physical passion followed by a typical crash 
and bum, she, would never have forgotten him, for he 
had been her first lover. However, he had not been 
content wth her heart and her body, he had succeeded 
in possessing her soul. Marco had bound her to him 
until he became her world, her God. As soon as he was 
absolutely certain that there was nothing she could deny 
him, he lost interest in her. With the coldness of a 
scientist undertaking an experiment, he had told her 
that to prove her love she must make herself sexually 
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avjulable to his best friend. Thank God, Justine thought, 
what little remained of her mother’s teachings had 
given her the strength to immediately flee Paris for 
New York, but it had taken her years to recover from 
the deliberate cruelty of Marco Lombardi’s successful 
attempt to. destroy her innocence and betray her con- 
fidence. Perhaps she’d never truly recovered. In any 
case, her first experience with love had been tmnted 
forever. 

Today Justine was far enough away from those events 
of seventeen years ago to understand that there had 
been nothing intrinsically personal about what Marco 
had done to her. She had happened to cross his 
path when he Vi'as between women and he had acted 
according to his character, his bred-in-the-bone need to 
possess and destroy. He ^vas not a man who could settle 
for less vnth any woman. 

Should she have tvamed the girls about him? Justine 
ad debated the question with herself every minute 
until they left, and finally had come to the conclusion 
tiiat whatever she said would only have fascinated them 
and attracted them to Marco. To alert them might be 
atal. What female could resist being singled out by 
Marco for his attention, the thrill of being the one 
chosen to enter his w'o rid? Their young arrogance might 
well encourage them to prove her wrong. But whichever 
of her three girls became the Lombardi face would have 
to be told the whole story, that much Justine had 

resolved. 

Justine sighed deeply. She’d never rest until they all 
came back safely. What she needed now was a hot bath, 
a. hot cup of tea, asvarm evening in her newly cozy house 
and a good book that took place in a country parsonage 
in the nineteenth century. With a happy ending. 

As her taxi stopped in front of her house, Justine wzs 
surprised to see signs of activity inside. Lights were on 
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all over the first two floors and the shadows of men 
moving about were visible behind her draperies. 

‘What’s going on here?’ she shouted as she burst into 
her front door. 

‘We’re draining the pipes,’ a workman answered. 
‘Should be finished soon.’ 

‘You’re what! Draining what? Who told you to touch my 
pipes? 

‘Aiden,’ he answered and turned to be off about his 
business. 

‘Where is he?’ Justine demanded violently. 

‘Basement,’ he answered, and rushed away, recogniz- 
ing your typical crazy lady of whom there is one on every 
job. Always. 

If men were from Mars and women from Venus, 
contractors were from a black hole in deep space, 
Justine thought with the still lucid top of her mind while 
the rest of it glowed in a lurid light and led her down 
the steps to the basement like a heat-seeking missile. 

‘What the hell are you doing to my house?’ she 
screamed at Aiden. 

He straightened up from his work, industry written 
all over his face, naked from the waist up. ‘Justine! I 
tvas wondering what had happened to you. We have to 
get the pipes completely drained so. that they won’t 
freeze and burst. It’s going to be way below zero for 
three days at least, a weather front straight from tlie 
Arctic. The Mayor has closed down everything but 
essential services.’ 

‘Where, where is that new furnace you promised me, 
swore to me, would be installed by tire end of the day?’ 
she shrieked. ‘You know that was the only reason I told 
you to go ahead!’ 

'My supplier sent the wrong furnace,’ Aiden said, 
justification clear in every word. ‘It was too big for this 
basement. When I phoned that idiot, it turned out that 
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he’d been carrying the wrong serial number on his 
inventory,’ he added indignantly. 

‘What happened to the old furnace? Justine asked, gazing 
in disbelief at the empty space where it had stood for 
so long. Her anger, was momentarily displaced by the 
enormity of what had gone wrong, 

‘It fell apart when we disconnected it,’ Aiden said 
matter-of-factly. ‘By the time we found out that they’d 
delivered the wrong furnace the guys had already 
disconnected the old one. There was absolutely no way 
to put it back together again, it’s kaput’ 

He d canceled three appointments today, Aiden 
thought, appointments to bid on big jobs, so that he 
could surprise this delicious and fascinating woman with 
a perfectly functioning new heating system, and instead 
e d found himself with a nightmare on his hands. If 
e hadn t been apprenticed to a plumber years ago, the 
pipes would have been serious trouble. He wanted to 
eat himself over the head with a two by four, but he 
Avas a contractor, a leader of lesser men, the building 
^de’s version of chairman of the Joint Chiefs of Staff 
and he had to behave with-firm resolution. 

Justine sat down on the basement steps and burst into 
tears. 

1 trusted you with my house,’ she sobbed. ‘I trusted 
you and look what happened. My house is going to 
reeze, my poor house, oh, oh, my poor darling litde 
house. Sobs shook her body and she bent her head to 
her knees inconsolably, wrapping her coat even more 
tightiy around her although the basement was hot. 

Aiden’s stem contractor’s code of honor faltered and 
then failed him utterly as he looked at her with in- 
creasing dismay. 

'Oh, Justine, for God’s sake, please, please don’t cry' 
like that. It kills me to see you cry. I swear the house 
won’t freeze, it’ll be cold, but there won’t be any 

121 


damage. Only the pipes might have frozen, but they 
won’t, Justine, I promise you, nothing will freeze, 
nothing. I’ve quadruple-checked every last pipe in the 
place myself.’ 

Aiden stood helplessly near her huddled, shaking 
form and forced himself to continue. Justine, the 
problem is you can’t live here until I get the new 
furnace on. There isn’t going to be any heat or any hot 
water. And no supplier in the city can put his hands on 
the right furnace over the weekend. I’ve checked every 
last one of them. Not till Monday earliest, if then.’ 

‘Oh! Oh! Oh!’ Her tears flowed twice as hard. Aiden 
sat down on his heels so that he’d be on her level and 
tried to stroke her hair to comfort her. Justine jerked 
her head and slapped ferociously at his hand. 

‘Don’t touch me, you peckerhead, you evil, evil man, 
you, you . . . contractor!’ she managed to articulate 
through her sobs. *¥00 came in here and look what 
happened, it’s a ruin, my perfect, wonderful, cozy 
house, everything was fine before you talked me into 
this, and now it’s all gone to hell, it’s a shell, a freezing 
shell, oh, oh, how could I have been so stupid? I don t 
have anyplace to live, my home is gone.’ 

‘Shit! You’re absolutely right. Oh, damn it, Justine, I 
should have checked the new furnace before I let them 
take the old one out - that was pure criminal stupidity 
- but I was so anxious to get this in for you before the 
storm that I went against all my rules, I hurried the 
workmen and screwed up the job,’ 

Justine finally got herself under control enough to 
speak without tears. ‘Is that supposed to be a reason?’ 
she asked, mopping her face with a Kleenex. ‘You were 
trying to do me a favor? Is that your point? You were too 
zealous?’ 

Tcs! ... I mean, oh, what difference docs it make 
what I mean? I fucked up and that’s that, the reason 
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isn’t important I let you down and I’ll never, ever 
forgive myself.’ 

‘I’ll never forgave you, so you can forget about forgiv- 
ing yourself!’ 

I know,’ he said humbly. ‘Why should you? Un- 
less 

Unless”?’ she said scornfully. ‘How could there be 
an “unless”?’ • , 

Well, for instance, let’s just imagine that for some 
tr^ reason, %vithout logic, you decided that you wanted 
to e really bigger than big about this, and you gave me 
one free pass at being a total fuckup with the under- 
standmg that after this 1 would newerget another chance. 

0 you d spend the weekend in a suite at any hotel in 
o^vn at my expense and maybe, one day, 111 be able to 
coimnce you to trust me ^ain.’ 

Vhy, Justine asked in wonder, ‘why on earth would 

1 trant to do that?’ 

^ decent single reason to give you. I just 
V ‘ somehow, by a miracle, it was in the 

realm of possibility.’ 

^Justine looked at Aiden from under her wet eyelashes. 

^ e was still the same man whom she had trusted last 
trusted no other man in years, except 
a wi out a shirt she wanted him . . . well, even . . . 
ore, yes, considerably more. Only he’d broken her 
rn^e and rendered her beloved house uninhabitable 
°r four days. But certmnly not on purpose, 
ca ents do happen. Nobody’s perfect. If she forgave 
’'^^ry pieosant thing that had started last night 
~ whatever it was — would continue. If she didn’t, it 
Wouldn’t make the house %varm any quicker. And she 
hated to seem ungenerous: 

_ “You’d never ever get another chance! Under any 
circumstances?’ she murmured questioningly, weigh- 
ingly, as if to herself. 
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‘Never! Not ever! And I’d always owe you!’ 

‘Hmmm.’ 

‘Justine, please,’ he implored her. ‘Please!’ 

‘But I hate hotels,’ she said gloomily. ‘They depress 
me.’ 

‘You could stay with me! I have a huge loft downtown. 
Tribeca. You wouldn’t even know I was there, if you 
didn’t want to.’ 

‘Hmmm.’ She remained clearly unconvinced. 

‘And I have great tickets to. the Knicks game 
tomorrow night. They won’t call that off, wouldn t 
dare.’ 

‘Hmmm.’ She sounded marginally less dubious. 

‘I have a ton of food, I’d cook for you and clean up 
and wait on you hand and foot, cups of tea, Gibsons, 
Tequila Sunrises, milkshakes, whatever you’re in the 
mood for. And we could explore my neighborhood, 
think of it as a mini-vacation. And if there’s enough 
snow, I have skis for both of us . . .’ 

Justine put her hands on his bare shoulders, looking 
questioningly into his eyes, as if the mention of skis had 
seriously tipped the balance in his favor. Did she look 
like a skier to him? Precariously balanced on his heels 
as he was, he almost fell into her lap. Aiden scrambled 
up to his feet and pulled her up toward him by the 
elbows. 

‘Would you make my bed?* Justine asked imperiously, 
leaning back and looking up at him. ‘I hate to make a 
bed.’ 

‘I’d make it with hospital comers. I make a great bed. 
I’d give you clean sheets every day.’ 

‘What else?’ 

‘I promise not to lay a single finger on you,’ Aiden 
said. ‘I s^vear it, on my motlier’s head.’ 

‘Tliat’s more like it,’ Justine whispered approvingly. 
‘But what if . . . ?’ 



‘Kwhat . . . lie breathed hopefully. 

‘Oh, never mind. Just thinking out loud.’ She suc- 
ceeded in not smiling at the puzzled look on his face. 
Men were so hopeless. Pathetic, really. Did she look as 
if she drank Tequila Sunrises? Or milkshakes, for that 
matter? He had a lot to learn about her. For some 
reason her good mood had returned. 

‘I’d better go throw a few things into a suitcase,’ 
Justine said and pulled out of his arms. As she reached 
her icy bedroom she’d started humming again. A mini- 
vacation, she thought, might actually be. a good thing, 
she’d been working too hard lately and with this freeze 
the weekend would be tedious, even if the house were 
ivarm. Even if she had a good book. 
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What had come over her, Justine wondered, ^ 
an agony of second thoughts, as the cab, possi y 
last one in New York, continued to creep unce 
downtown, bouncing into every possible potho e. 
West Side Highway was already closed and they ^ 
taking some mysterious overland route known on y 
Tribeca dwellers. It had started to snow serious 
before the last workmen left. Aiden had made one 
tour of the pipes before she’d locked her front o 
and cast a sad good-bye look at her house. , 

She could be settling into a warm luxurious ^ 
by now, Justine thought, she could be surrounded y 
a secure, impersonal network of room service aa 
phone operators and assistant managers, she 
have ordered flowers up from the lobby florist, bought 
all the new magazines and be snugly prepared to ride 
out whatever the elements brought to the city, but no, 
she d allowed a whim, a vagrant impulse, to overtake 
her judgment and now she was captive of a man she 
had met only twenty-four houre earlier, much too up 
close and personal with a virtual stranger who had 
already proved himself a prime fuckup. 

A loft in Tnbeca, Justine asked herself? How could 
she have said yes? She d hated lofts on principle even 
though they’d been the rage when she’d first come to 
New York. She could picture it now; defiantly ugly high 
tech, all one big sneer of industrial steel and exposed 
plumbing. The whole loft concept was crazy, except for 


studio space or moviemaking. People were meant to 
live in welcoming, human-scaled rooms, not former 
factories with inadequate separations between spaces 
for different functions. This Aiden Henderson creature 
probably had installed a shower in his Idtchen just to 
show it could be done. She’d had one dinner with him, 
allowed one or one and a half pecks on the cheek, and 
now she’d committed herself to be snowed in "with the 
man who’d ruined her house. Was she a victim of the 
Stockholm syndrome? 

She didn’t recognize the rundown West Side neigh- 
borhood they were passing through but the taxi driver 
^vas having so much trouble vwth his car that it was 
clearly too late to change her mind. They were almost 
in the Hudson River as it was. Shitl She hated everything 
about snotty downtown lowlife, she hated its pretensions 
to being so much more interesting and ‘real’ than 
uptown with its Chinese drag restaurants that offered 
bad attitude and worse food, with the panting worship 
of fibn producers and restaurant owners, who were 
often the same people of limited talent, .with the 
idealization of flops Ml of trisexual teenaged, junkie 
street kids, whose spacey lives consisted of skateboard- 
ing by day and raves at night, whole tribes of the living 
dead who thought that anyone over nineteen was senile. 

Why had she been so easy? At the least Aiden must 
have been astonished that she’d taken him up on his 
offer. Why hadn’t she told him that with her busy social 
life there was no way she. could be free for an entire 
weekend? Oh, dear God, she had lost her mindl The 
traumatic destruction of her furnace had caused her to 
throw all normal social conventions to the wind. 

Justine sneaked a peek at Aiden’s profile. He looked 
grim and distant, intent on trying to get the cabdriver 
to follow his precise directions when it was , obvious 
that the poor man hadn’t the faintest idea of .how 
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to get to Tribeca, much less Laight Street. Where was 
that pleasant smile now? Ten to one this thug had never 
gone to the University of Colorado, ten thousand to 
one he hadn’t shown up on her doorstep just to do a 
favor for her friends who had recommended him. 

What kind of contractor would start a job the day after 
he got it? A contractor without any other work, that’s 
who. A gypsy contractor, a contractor who’d had his 
license taken away, a contractor in disgrace! Why hadn’t 
she asked to see proof of his bona fides, why hadn’t she 
called someone at City Hall and had his name and 
license checked out? Why had she let herself be in- 
fluenced by the honest impression made last night by 
this great big cowboy with the kind of broken nose that 
had made the young Brando into more than another 
pretty face? Why had she, Justine Loring, expert in all 
the falsity of character that could be achieved by sheer 
physiognomy, allowed herself to be intrigued, even, 
admit it, slightly . . . charmed, God help her ... by this 
so-called contractor’s con-artist’s gift for exuding a kind 
of reassurance that came from being large and seeming 
to be capable - ha! - and acting as if he had no idea 
of how good-looking he was? Wasn’t that the classic 
technique? Didn’t all bunko artists work that ^vay? 

The snow wasn’t just getting thicker, it ^vas sticking, 
wet and heavy, a snowstorm as dense as a chenille 
bedspread. The wipers on the tvindshield were barely 
working. Justine shivered in her long blanket coat made 
of heavy white wool, lavishly wreathed with long fringes 
of curly white Mongolian lamb from collar to hem. She 
pulled her old knit cap down until it almost covered 
her eyes and clasped her fur-lined gloves together in 
rising panic. Even her feet, in shearling-lined boots and 
thick socks, were getting icy. But, blizzard or not, if 
Aiden Henderson made one wrong move, just one, even 
a fucking gesture, she’d escape from that loft and get 
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back to civilization even if, yes, even if it meant taking 
tbe subway! 

Why was Jtistine so silent, Aiden Henderson won- 
dered, as he covered his discomfort by helping the 
cabdriver find the right route. WTiy was she cowering 
silently in the comer of the cab, covered by a bizarre 
pile of frizzy white hairy stuff, as if she had something 
to fear from him? Did a couple of quick kisses on the 
cheek indicate that he ^vas going to molest her? He’d 
never dreamed that^she would take him up on his craz:)' 
offer to spend the weekend. He’d only made it under 
the influence of her broken heart. Christ, he didn’t 
know if he even had any clean sheets - God mlling, Mrs ' 
Brady had managed to get in to clean today and brought 
the laundry. And whatever a Tequila Sunrise was, he’d 
never made one. Justine Loring, for Pete’s sake — she 
must have all sorts of other things to do, men to meet, 
parues to go to, a big, complicated glamorous life to go 
'With her glamorous job about which he knew nothing 
at all except that some silly people thought it, mean- 
ingful to civilization that women grow taller and thinner 
every year. 

Had he been dreaming or had Justine been leading 
him on back there in the basement? Was he some kind 
of exotically low new experience for her? A weekend 
Mth a contractor or how I got to wallow in the depths 
of depravity with a man who works with his hands? 
Well, he had a surprise for her. He’d only asked her to 
stay because he had a businessman’s responsibility 
to provide her with shelter and she’d insisted that 
hotels depressed her. 

Well, tough, weekend guests depressed him. Why 
hadn’t he remembered that the sight of a woman in 
tears deprived him of all his common sense? He’d been 
looking forward to a quiet couple of days to go over a 
bunch of complicated lighting bids for the new factory 
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he was building in Long Island City, to say nothing of 
the four big football games he intended to catch. Now 
he was stuck with a latter-day Anna Karenina buried in 
a pile of dead sheep, the expression on her face suitable 
to someone who was about to be thrown off a sled into 
the Russian winter. Had he really promised to make her 
bed? No way! If she even mentioned it, if she so much 
as breathed a word about her bed being made, he’d 
escort her to the subway, give her a token and let her 
go and be depressed in a hotel. 

The cab skidded to a shaky stop and Aiden helped 
Justine out and grabbed her suitcase. While he paid the 
driver she looked around, seeing nothing remotely safe 
about the dimly lit street or the dark hulk of what 
looked like a deserted warehouse. Silently they rose m 
a creaking freight elevator until they reached what 
Justine judged must be the top floor of the building. 
They emerged onto an anonymous landing and ^ 
Aiden unlocked his front door Justine sniffed the air 
suspiciously. Odd, she thought, anyone would say wood- 
smoke and . . . and linseed oil? He grasped her elbow 
lightly so that she wouldn’t trip on the sill and flicked 
on several light switches. Justine took one step inside 
and stopped abruptly. 

‘Oh,’ she said in astonishment. ‘I don’t believe this.’ 

‘Yeah.’ He grinned at her tiny bewildered voice. 
‘It took seven bams, three big and four small, all 
abandoned, most of them built before 1800. I salvaged 
them in Indiana for almost nothing. I can’t get enough 
wood in my life, I’m craTy about the stuff. I’ve got 
seventeen varieties in here.* 

‘But you said a loji,' she laughed in sheer relief. 

‘Technically it is a loft.’ 

‘It was a loft. Now it’s a ... a giant . . . what? Bam? 
Log cabin? Ranch house? Stable? It’s a little of every- 
thing,’ Justine insisted, walking around the great room 
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in enchantment, peeking through doonvays to other, 
smaller rooms tvith low ceilings. 

Since I built it \sith my own ttvo hands I’ll let you 
it whatever you choose,’ Aiden said, delighted with 
her reaction. Everybody \vzs startled by his place but not 
iiked it as much as she seemed to. Maybe 
s e d even get around to taking off her weird coat if he 
waited patiently. He moved across the huge room to a 
m^assive fireplace, built from flat old stones, where a 
^ v ^ was laid, tvaiting for his match, 

in yourself?’ Justine asked, coming to stand 

did removing her gloves. ‘How long 

proudly. ‘I was 

dift ™ii-tinie and living in the neighborhood so I 
wnnd 'v^ekends and nights, but once I found the 
thp b' ^ y^ugit-sawn poplar and the bam siding and 
nrpttJ^ timbers and the black walnut, the wood 

ton You can’t go 

coiildnV^^ wood, it knows what it \vants. I 

DliimV ^ ^ anyone else do the electrical and the 

, I got so possessive I was afraid they’d mess 
bonV hated coming to the finish carpentry, the 

exrp^^^ cabinets - it’s the end of the job. 

^ painting, so it’s sort of sad in a nice way.’ 

ttutwho decorated it?’ she ^ked, taking off her cap 
ban around the room where each fascinatingly 

fn piece of painted country furniture called out 
r er inspection, where the vredls were hung wth 
^encan primitive paintings and framed quilts and 
floort scattered over the poplar 

It isn t decorated. I just kept looking around until I 
ound things that looked right. Got kind of lucky, 
especially with the quilts. The one over the fireplace 
was made by my great-grandmother but the others 
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I found in the Amish country, some upstate and a 
few beauties in Nova Scotia. Now there’s ^ 
live if you don’t mind the cold. Can’t beat it in the 
summer.’ 

‘Nova Scotia where the. salmon comes from? 

‘The very one. If that was a hint, I’ll take a look in 
the kitchen and see what I can dig up for dinner. 

‘I’ll come too,’ Justine said, eager to see what t e 
kitchen looked like. /• 

‘Oh, no, that’s not the deal. I said I was going to fee 
you and if I let you in the kitchen your natural woman y 
instincts might take over, and you’d start doing w o 
knows what? Anyway, you’d be in my way. I H 
you the guest bedroom and you can make yourse 
comfortable.’ 

Alone in the small, deliciously cozy guestroom with 
its immaculate bath, both of which seemed as if they 
must look out on an Alp, Justine unpacked hastily. This 
probably wasn’t going to be as bad as she’d thought- 
At least he had some interesting furniture, she to 
herself, as she shivered in excitement. Actually, if y®^ 
could judge a man more by his house than by his face, 
Aiden might possibly be what he had seemed yesterday 
Perhaps she hadn’t lost her mind after all. That, in itself, 
a reassuring thought. Just as the idea of him with a 
hammer and nails working away patiently for seven years 
was reassuring. Patience was a good thing. Wood was a 
good thing. Patience in dealing with wood was an even 
better thing. Or so she believed. 

In the kitchen Aiden discovered that Mrs Brady had 
made a large pot of Irish stew that only needed to be 
reheated. He put the pot in the big waUng oven so 
that he wouldn t have to' worry about it burning and 
started looking around in his liquor cabinet Justine 
seemed to have recovered from her fit of whatever it 
v^-as in the taxi, he thought. Buyer’s remorse, probably, 
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he’d felt it himself- But now, when she’d finally taken 
that damn cap off, standing in the firelight, and ruffled 
up her hair with both hands, he’d just about fallen down 
at the sight of so much of what must be unselfconscious 
beauty, because no woman with any vanity would have 
worn a cap like that no matter how cold she ^vas. Wasn’t 
vanity one of the ruling principles in women? Maybe 
when you’ve had all- your life to look at yourself, even 
Justine could get bored. Hard to imagine. 

He found a tray and some good-sized glasses, a bucket 
of ice, an unopened bottle of tequila someone had 
given him for Christmas two years ago, and a container 
of fresh orange juice. He thought for a minute, added 
a bottle of maraschino cherries, and carried the tray 
into the living room where he deposited it on the coffee 
table in front of the fire, and sat back on the big leather 
sofa. 

‘What’s that?’ Justine asked as she slid down next to 
him wearing heavy white gym socks, bright pink tights 
and an oversized white turtleneck sweater bearing the 
legend ‘New York Giants’ on it. 

‘It’s nothing yet but it’s going to be what I promised 
you, a Tequila Sunrise.’ 

!Hmmm,’ she said noncommittally, reserving judg- 
ment. 

Yeah,’ he said, ‘watch this. First I put in the ice, now 
I open the tequila and add generously, then I stingily 
pour orange juice until it looks exactly like sunlight arid 
finally I carefully position a cherry in each glass to 
represent the rising sun. Here, have one.’ 

‘But the sun is only red at sunset,’ she said, taking 
the glass. 

‘Not in Hawzdi.’ 

‘I see,’ she said thoughtfully. So this was what a 
Tequila Sunrise looked like. Not that different from 
a screwdriver, what was all the fuss about? 
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‘I have a fimny feeling.' Jiistine Axliispered suddenly. 
‘A bad feeling.’ 

do you mean?' , 

‘There’s someone in Iiere besides us. she breathe 
softly in a frightened wice. ‘Tliere's someone watching 
US- Don’t move, pretend yxm don’t know. 

‘Rufus, come on out,* Aiden said, ’slie s okay. 

A giant ^vhite Persian cat mateiialired majestica ) 
from behind a tall sack of logs and smlked slordy tmvr^ 
them ^vith an offended air. his rail straJgiit up in ^ 
air. He rvas an extraordinaiilv beautihu aitimal! e\'en in 
a race in which there is no genuine ugliness possi e. 
The cat took o'ver the room. 


‘My God!’ Justine exclaimed. . . 

‘He'd agree with chat sentiment. Rufus is shy w ' 
ivomen. He’s a one-man cat. Actir.tily he thinks he s a 
dog. Maybe because he’s been neutered, but can t 
keep a tom in the city. Come on up here, kid. and rnc^^ 

^ cat-hater, are you? Or aller^c.* 
Justine answered truthful!''. She atiou 

cats au.a rhe kr-w-^^ctly how to attract 'them. She sat 

rf she were tomlly mdhtereut. iptor* 

of Rufus, refrisinsr ro even attempt 

' of 









corns take anythang but 

al. unknowubfe beasts, 
r s ian and roued over, his 




• fr-.kled nis stomach. "E'ersee 



eyelids. He thinks of you as a threat to his life tvith me. ^ 

‘Poor deluded creature. Tell him not to wony, 
Justine smiled. Rufus had already peeped at her 
curiously. It tvas only a question of time. She’d keep a 
cat herself but an unmarried womaii "svith a cat was a 
cliche whereas a man with a cat merely seemed sensitive. 

‘Is that stveater just decorative or does it mean you’re 
a Giants fan?’ Aiden asked carefully. 

‘A fan, of course. Isn’t everyone? I mean, the Jets are 
pretty piss-poor, but naturally you have to watch both 
teams if you call yourself any kind of New Yorker. The 
problem is they’re both playing this weekend, at the 
same time, the Jets in Buffalo and the Giants in Dallas.’ 

Justine looked at him . and they shook their heads 
in shared disbelief. ‘I’ve been furious all week about 
it,’ she continued. ‘I stiU can’t believe they’d schedule 
games like thatl Cretins! I’d like to knock their heads 
together. I particularly adore watching guys play in 
a blizzard. The suffering! The slipping and sliding! 
BufEalo! The perfect thing would be to have two tele- 
vision sets, side by side, and watch them both.’ 

‘That could be arranged.’ 

‘Oh, Aiden, really?’ 

‘I happen to have it all setup,’ he said smugly. ‘You’re 
not the only sports fan in this place.’ 

‘Maybe they’ll both win! What’s wrong with expecting 
a miracle?’ 

‘Let’s drink to that.’ 

‘Oh, yes! Hmmm . . . this is really ... an experience. 

Smooth, sultry and incredibly . . . civilized.’ 

‘I believe it’s quite powerfol.’ 

‘Not if you eat the cherry.’ 

‘Oh, Justine . . .’ he said longingly, watching the 

cherry disappear into her mouth. 

Yes . . . ?’ She smiled innocently. His eyes were such 

a deep blue, almost a secretblue, so dark that they could 
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be another color until he looked at you. There was an 
exuberance in his gaze, like a breeze off the ocean. 

‘Here,’ he said hastily, ‘have another cherry, they’re 
small.’ 

‘You do know how to treat a lady.’ He had promised 
not to lay a finger on her, Justine reflected. And he’d 
keep his promise. That was the trouble vdth some men. 
But too many scruples were better than too few. Some- 
where there should be a happy medium. She relaxed 
on the sofa, suddenly confident that she would find a 
wy to work out this ethical dilemma. She half-closed 
her eyes, looking at Aiden through her eyelashes and 
wondering what he’d be like to kiss, really kiss, not the 
brush of his lips on her cheek of last night. 

It would be like opening a fresh blue tin of Malosol 
Beluga caviar and digging in gently wth a mother-of- 
pearl spoon, Justine thought. Just a small exploratory 
taste, but the best taste you ever had in your life. Then 
you look around and you discover you’re all alone in 
the room \vith the whole tin, fourteen Russian ounces, 
theoretically more than anybody can eat in one sitting, 
right there in front of you. You tip your spoon directly 
into the center of the shining surface of the caviar 
and you take your second taste, a slighdy bigger one 
than the firsL It’s even better than you’d realized . . • 
now the thirst starts, the galloping guilty caviar thirst 
that’s like none other, and your third spoonful is 
shamelessly heaping, filling your mouth. You keep 
eating, one sinfully large spoonful after another, every' 
taste bud aflame with caviar, because there’s absolutely 
more than enough and nobody to share it tvith, eating 
as quickly as you choose, or as slowly, depending on 
your mood, until you’ve had enough, which is almost 
impossible Asith ca\iar, but happens eventually. And 
then y'ou stop, after one last taste, but not because you 
have to, but because you want to. You’ve been utterly 
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satisfied, and somehow you know that the tin wll still 
be there later tonight, waiting in the fridge, as full as 
ever, for that ineritable moment when you have to have 
cariar again and if you don’t bmsh your teeth right away 
t cie s a bonus of the aftcruuite of the supreme . grey 
cg^ tliat lingers lusciously in your mouth for at least a 
mi hour, almost as good as the cariar itself. 

J«i«fjustine opened her e>'cs quickly. This drink w-as 
like magic mushrooms or something, she’d never had 
a ucination like that before. She’d never had a 
either, losing control xvrasn’t her 
taking only cautioxis sips of this 

eangerous potion. 

^ cat cushion, 
Rufus was there as a chaperone, 
sweit^r ttlhtring g^m socks and that 

mudff concealed and beckoned. \N-as too 

SLn with. Was she a 

confute nT" """SCl? He %v'as totally 

^ Promise was a promise. Was a promise. 

Instilv 1 j ^^cd, getting up and rousing himself 
' ‘String change his center of grarity. 

French 

tn j tmmmum of conversation. Rufus seemed 

and tiin table after he’d had his fill of milk 

tentnt' altliough occasionally Justine felt a slight, 
Hmu tiudge of his haughty head against her ankle. 
hf>5, 'P would be to slip him a sliver of meat wthout 

ng noticed, she tliought, tempted, but decided tliat 
Vrt ccy benealli her. This cat was one tough number 

out she d win him over fairly or not at all. 

out any feline seduction Avould have to tvait for 
another time. Justine felt so exhausted, all of a sudden, 
hom the combinadon of the long, emotional day at the 
office, the furnace fiasco and die awful trip dowmtotvn 
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that she got up from the table before Aiden could 
make coffee and trailed off wearily to her room, barely 
able to change into the silk long Johns she wore as 
pzyamas on cold nights, before she sank into a profound 
slumber. 

Sometime during the night Justine became aware, as 
she was aroused from a state of total unconsciousness, 
that something was kneading her. To her sleep-dazed 
mind there was a nightmare impression of a large snake 
winding itself sinuously and silendy around her chest. 
She lay very still, holding her breath in terror, trying 
desperately to figure out where she was. Someplace 
hideously quiet, someplace where there was absolutely 
no normal background sound, no city noises, no light, 
no clue to what kind of supernatural force was attacking 
her. 

‘Help,’ she squeaked sofdy, afraid to frighten the 
snake. ‘Help me, someone.’ The snake slid horribly, 
with relendess stealth, up her chest until it approached 
her throat. She was going to let herself be strangled 
alive wthout even making an effort, she thought in 
frozen immobility. She forced herself to open her 
mouth to scream, only to be tickled by the touch of a 
small cold nose and wooed by a friendly cat noise. 

Bastard! she exploded, grabbing Rufus, and holding 
him high over her head. ‘How dare you! Now you %vant 
to sleep witli me? Now you want to be friends? When 
Aiden can’t see what a flirt you are, huh? Well, you’ve 
chosen the ivrong time, you sneaky little son of a bitch. 
You’re going back where you came from, you imp from 
hell.’ She put the cat down on the bed and pushed him 
roughly off onto the floor. ‘Out, and don’t come back!’ 
she ordered. Rufus jumped lightly up and started 
^valking on her, ^om her feet to her chest, where he 
stopped and sat watli all his densely concentrated fifteen 
pounds, prepared to remain, an immovable object if 
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ever she’d met one. And it wasn’t even her fault, JusUnc 
told herself righteously, it wasn’t as if she’d lured him 
on with food. 

‘Go away! Scat!’ she hissed ferociously, wishing she 
knew which human commands he might recognize and 
obey. ‘Down! Off! Floor! Out! Bad cat!’ Finally he 
moved, leaping lighdy up to her pillow and pushing his 
nose into her neck with interesL She’d said the wrong 
word, but she didn’t know which one it was, Justine 
thought as she pushed him aw'ay. He nipped lightly on 
her fingers in a friendly, familiar fashion. This could go 
on all night, she realized. Physically neutered though 
he was, Rufus still had his memories. 

There was only one thing that made sense and that 
involved the unthinkable. As she received more of 
Rufus’ interested attentions the unthinkable became 
the necessary, and Justine reached for the flashlight she 
remembered had been on the table by the bed. She 
turned it on and got out of bed, putting her feet into 
her fleece-lined booties. She couldn’ t find her bathrobe 
so she took the blanket from the bed and slung it over 
her shoulders and staggered over to the wndow. She 
pulled back the blackout shades and saw nothing, 
not even streetlamps, through the thick scrim of falling 
snow. She could be in a mountain cabin deep in 
Ae dark Avild woods, Justine thought. A mini-vacation 
indeed. Rufiis followed, twining around her legs and 
nudging her to the door. 

‘Okay, okay, I get the picture,’ Justine grumbled, 
lighting her way to the kitchen. She took the milk out 
of the fridge and poured it into the bowl that stood on 
the floor nearby. Rufus lapped quickly. ‘Say thank you, 
Justine,’ she said to the busy animal. 

Totally occupied with his milk, he didn’t hear her. 
Now to make her getaway. Moving with steps so tiny and 
smooth that nothing betrayed her, not even a vibration 
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of the air, Justine began to back away from the loudly 
lapping cat. She’d just reached the door and was about 
to streak for her room when Rufus, without preparation, 
was upon her again, purring loudly, and treating her 
legs to a tangle of furry hugs. He had trained her, 
Justine realized. She had made the wrong decision an 
now that he had her where he wanted her, he was in 
the mood to play with his new blond mouse. 

‘You’re going to your boss,’ she said, picking the cat 
up by his middle and clutching him to her bosom so 
that he couldn’t get away. By the light of a few glowng 
embers Justine padded softly across the great bam. S e 
opened the door to Aiden’s bedroom without making 
a sound and tried to pick Rufus up and throw him 
inside. But this cat, she discovered, could not be thrown 
when he didn’t care to be thrown. His clipped claws 
had become entangled in the fine silk mesh of her 
long-sleeved top and no sooner had she plucked one 
away than others fastened onto her as if the animal was 
climbing a rope ladder. Never clutch a cat, Jusone 
thought, unless you plan to keep it. 

She stood in the open doorway trying to decide what 
to do. She could hear Aiden breathing softly and by the 
light of his electric clock she could see exactly where 
he was lying under his quilt. He ^vas sleeping deeply, 
without movement of any kind. She’d lost her blanket 
somewhere in the struggle %vith the cat. She could either 
take Rufus back to her room and let him keep her up 
all night, or she could return him to Aiden. Perhaps, 
she thought, if she brought the cat farther into die 
room he’d smell his lord and master and abandon her 
for his regular sleeping partner. Some faithful one-man 
cat he’d turned out to be. 

Justine crept a few^ feet into the bedroom, turning 
Rufus’ head firmly toward Aiden with one hand while 
she supported him with the other, afraid tliat if she let 
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him go entirely, he’d grab at her with all his ten claws. 
Nothing happened. She advanced with even greater 
care, vredted a while and then subsided on the mg next 
to the bed. What was wrong with the anim4> she 
wondered? Even she could smell Aiden from here, and 
he smelled wonderful, kind of like a warm, just-buttered 
com muffin spread wth honey. A sleeping man either 
smelled better than he did at any other time, or he was . 
utterly out of the question. There was no possible 
medium or neutral way to smell in her experience. 
Unfortunately there was no way to tell ahead of time. 

Minutes passed and Justine began to feel chilly in 
spite of the cat’s warm, happily pulsating body plastered 
over her, his coat keeping her fairly warm.. Maybe 
s e should carry him back to the fireplace, put some 
ogs on the fire and sleep on the sofa? Maybe she should 
ook in Aiden’s closet for a robe or a coat and wrap 
erself in it? Rufus couldn’t stay awake forever — didn’t 
cats sleep fifteen hours a day? Maybe she should wake 
up Aiden and insist that he remove his cat? That would 
oe ffie most direct course to take. But she’d already 
ma e one seriously wrong decision about a male animal 
onight and she didn’t want to make another. 

Just how wrong could it be? Aiden had been a perfect 
gentleman all evening long. He wouldn’t turn into a 
5^ just because his feline had taken a fancy to her. 
OVv^^ y°u really tell about a man by his cat? 

n, oh, oh, she was so confused in this strange placel 
ow Rufus was trying to lick the inside of her ear. This 
was intolerable, Justine decided suddenly. She stood, 
leaned close to Aiden’s ear and said loudly, ‘Wake up.’ 

Rufus immediately jumped to the other side of the 
bed, curled up next to his owner and fell into a trance 
of sleep. .Aden’s eyes flew open; he reached out for her 
and pulled her down next to him, trapping her in his 
arms. 
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‘I was just dreaming about you,’ he murmured, and 
kissed her on the lips. ‘And now you’ve come to visit. 

‘For heaven’s sake,’ she said, ‘I just had to get rid of 
your damn cat.’ 

‘Justine, you don’t need an excuse,’ he laughed 
in joy, kissing her again. ‘My God, you’re shivering. 
Where’s your bathrobe? Here, slide under the covers. 
There, that’s better? Oh, my sweet beautiful darling 
baby, you’re so cold. Here, I’ll warm you up.’ 

‘It was the cat! He came into my room, he tried to 
smother me, he made me give him milk, he wouldn t 
let me throw him, he likes me better than he does you, 
he forced me to wake you up.’ 

‘Of course he did,’ Aiden said indulgently. 

‘Honesdy! ’ 

‘This is better than the best Christmas morning. Oh, 
God, you taste good.’ 

‘So do you. But it was the cat.’ 

‘Silent be, it is the caL’ 

‘Well, at least you admit it,’ Justine said beuveen 
kisses. He was more delicious than caviar and there was 
no need for a spoon. 

‘Everything, anything, you’re so lovely, I adore you, 
are you warmer now?’ 

‘A little bit,’ she said plaintively. 

‘That’s not good enough, is it?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘You need to be very warm, all over.’ 

‘I think so. Probably. It %vouId be safer,’ she said 
demurely. 

‘Oh, I’m certain of iL The thing is, you can’t really 
get ^varm %rith that awful slippery thing you’ve got on, 
whatever it is. It traps the cold air in, so you’d better 
take it off.’ 

•You lake it off.’ 

‘I can’t.’ 
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‘\Vhy not?’ she asked breathlessly. 

‘I promised I wouldn’t lay a finger on you.’ 

Tou said that yesterday.’ 

‘Does that . . . make a (jhfference?’ 

‘Of course,’ she whispered impafiently. He tvas tortur- 
ing her and he knew it. Cat and mouse. Cat and man. 
Oh, heavens abovel 

‘Would it be wrong if I said I loved you first?’ 

‘It would be very nice,’ Justine murmured primly as 
she slid out of her long Johns. There was a limit to what 
she could endure from this man and his cat and she’d 
reached it 
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I was sdll dancing when I woke up. It felt as if I’d never 
stopped, even though I was lying flat in bed. Had I 
danced away the whole day? I felt good! I felt well. 
I bounced out of bed, opened the curtains and dis- 
covered that it was a bright day outside, with flags 
flashing up and down the Avenue Montaigne, sending 
the world a message to come out and spend lots or 
money. I looked at my watch. Just half-past one in the 
afternoon — seven and a half hours of solid dancing- 
sleep, preceded by violent exercise, and my jet lag had 
disappeared. All I wanted for breakfast rvas a half 
grapefruit and coffee. I’d discovered the Bains Douche 
diet! I definitely looked a couple of pounds lighter in 
the mirror. No wonder that place was mobbed. 

I took a shower, washed and towel dried my hair and 
settled back in bed to enjoy that feeling of virtuously 
lazy, deeply-taken-care-of relaxation you can only get in 
a hotel with nothing pressing to do and nowhere special 
to go. Paris wasn’t going to disappear and I was certain 
the girls must still be sleeping. None of them had my 
dancer’s resilience, to say nothing of an iota of my style. 
Then, just as I settled into a glowing step-by-step review 
of my performance of the night before, the phone rang. 

‘Frankie?’ It ivas Gabrielle. I tried to sound as if she’d 
just awakened me. She didn t respond with appropriate 
apologies, but kept right on miking. ‘Marco Lombardi 
has asked that you bring the girls over to his workrooms 
this afternoon.’ 
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‘\Vhatr I exclaimed, going from sleepy to enraged in 
a nano-second. ‘My girls have almost two weeks to work 
with him, and they just got here yesterday, as you know 
perfectly well.’ 

‘Nonsense,’ she snapped, and that woman has one 
hell of a snap. ‘My arrangements were made wth 
Justine, but in the contract Acre was a written commit- 
ment that she would be here with the girls the whole 
time. Now that contract has been breached.’ 

‘Did Necker tell you to call me? Did he say that?’ I 
demanded, my outrage escalating. The phrase ‘breach 
of contract’ will do that to me any time. 

‘He didn’t need to. I haven’t spoken to him today 
but you know perfectly well that you have a moral 
obligation to comply with this request, Frankie, 
bombardi merely wants to get a feeling for their capabi- 
lities, it’s not a question of work. Simply put, Marco 
needs to know what level of performance he can hope 
for from them. After all they bear a heavy responsibility 
for the success of the collection.’ 

Three gjrls out of thirty? Lombardi’s the one who’s 
responsible, not them.’ 

‘Nevertheless,’ Gabrielle persisted, ‘they’re com- 
pletely inexperienced and he’s nervous about them, 
^d, Frankie, don’t forget, one of them will work wth 
him for years, but right now they’re total strangers; 

‘Listen, Gabrielle, either it’s a breach of contract or 
he’s asking a favor, make up your mind. Justine isn t 
here because she’s deathly ill, so sue me!’ 

‘Morally — ’ ' 

‘Gabrielle, don’t give me morally. It won’t work. 1 u 
do my best for you because I’m a nice person. Howewr, 
the girls are probably loo wiped out to do anything but 

resttoday. We’re all still jet-lagged.’ . , 

‘They weren’t too exhausted to go dancing last night. 

I was speechless for a second. I hadn t expected 
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Albert, our gallant escort, who’d done his share of 
dancing, to rat us out, but obviously he reported to a 
higher power. 

‘Everyone knows exercise is specifically recommend- 
ed for jet lag, Gabrielle,’ I said with tardy composure. 
‘I’ll check out the girls and let you know in an hour.’ 

Jeez, I hate blackmail. But Gabrielle had a good point 
If I w’ere Marco Lombardi I’d be dying to see the girls. 
Sure, in theory, he had twenty-seven other models to 
show' on, but in reality probably the only girls he was 
absolutely certain of were my three. 

If Lombardi were established, he’d have a good idea 
of who he was using by now, especially if the girls liked 
him personally. If he were one of the m^or designers 
the girls w’ould be fighting to do his show. But as an 
unknown, he must have been kept waiting with a bunch 
of secondary options for any of the most desirable girls. 
Why should a superraodel commit to him? Once they 
get to the head of the line, models love to give the 
designers as little as they can get away with, say a 
low-option secondary- Oh, show me a supermodel - 
a w'ord I loathe but can’t find an absolutely accurate 
substitute for — without mzyor attitudel Sure they’re 
hard-v/orking professionals, but they’ve been idolized 
into taking themselves too seriously, these Michael 
Jordans and Charles Barkleys of the fashion world. 

When we book our top girls for shows, the trick is to 
get them to convert a low-option second - the first step 
on the road - into a high-option second and eventually, 
if they’re having a good-attitude day, talk them into 
agreeing to a tentative. When they finally decide to turn 
a tcntauve into a commitment, sometimes only three 
da^s before the show, it’s the model’s equivalent of a 
shotgun marriage. 

If I were a designer I’d show on plaster dummies - 
or wire hangers — rather than go through that hassle. 
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I’d had enough yeare of being in the middle. Just 
thinking about the nimbus of last-minute hysteria 
generated by spoiled ding-bat, media-darVmg dh’as, to 
say nothing of coping wth their horrendous bo)’friends, 
made me disgusted enough to decide to haul every' one 
of my girls over to Lombardi. 

One day, soon enough, they’d turn out to be as 
difficult to pin do^vn as your cellular phone-toting 
Brandis, your Shaloms, your Ambers and your Carlas, 
but today, by golly, I still had control over them. Justine 
and I often agreed that it was no wonder that polter- 
• grists, when investigated, turned out to be generated 
unconsciously by teenaged girls. 

I called their rooms and told them to be ready to go 
m an hour. I phoned the concierge and checked on 
Mike Aaron and Maude Callender, who had every right 
to witness this. They were having lunch downstairs at 
Ae Relais Plaza, the Parisian equivalent of Harry’s Bar 
in Venice, and I alerted them to the new's. I tried to 
reach Justine at the office to keep her abreast of 
developments, but mysteriously nobody answered the 
phone and I didn’t have time to worry about it. 

Actually, once I told April, Jordan and Tinker why I’d 
arvakened them I couldn’t have kept them from going. 
They were dying to see the clothes, but more important, 
although they didn’t say so, they each tvanted to impress 
Lombardi. He, the designer, might well be the one who 
going to pick the girl to represent his clothes, rather 
than Necker. 

Not for the first time I rvished that Justine had been 
able to find out how this game ^vas being played, but 
Gabrielle had resisted giving us any details. All we knew 
was that one of the girls would be chosen to win the 
jackpot, but by whom we had no idea. It occurred to 
me, while I was tucking myself tenderly into a sublime 
dark green wool suit that made me look almost sinuous 
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and decidedly omnipotent, that even if I knew the 
answer there was no way the knowledge could benefit 
me, since I was rooting for all of them equally. 

Two limos were waiting for our party of six, neither 
driven by that fink, Albert, who had undoubtedly been 
promoted a day off after his exertions of last night. The 
trip to Lombardi’s atelier was less than a block, but it 
said limos in our contracts and limos we had, although 
it would have been quicker to walk, 

Gabrielle met us in the small lobby arid I followed 
her upstairs, followed by Mike and Maude and finally 
the girls, with Jordan lagging behind. Another superb 
performance like last night’s, I wondered? Who taught 
her that a star will always choose to come on last? Forget 
‘taught’ - she’d probably been bom knowing. As we 
filed upstairs I wondered how Lombardi would present 
himselfi I’d seen a snapshot of him in a group in a 
fashion magazine but it had been taken years earlier. 
The faces of the assistants to great designers are un- 
known by and large, since no designer wants to promote 
anyone but himself, or even, in most cases, is unwilling 
to admit that assistants exist. 

Would Marco Lombardi have adopted the severe, 
immaculate white smock so favored by many designers, 
^ving them a look that made for a strange combina- 
tion of Dr Frankenstein disguised as a Rockwell Kent 
druggist? Would he do your Calvin Klein-Giorgio 
Armani plain white T-shirt with a dark jacket number - 
I think they look like trustees at Devil’s Island - or 
would he be the exquisitely tailored, suave, gracious 
grand seigneur like Oscar de la Renta? I hadn’t ex- 
pected anyone like the man who came rushing down 
the stairs to meet us. 

First of all, the guy ivas gorgeous. We all - even 
those of us who haven’t the luck to be Italian - know 
about Italian men, right? Vivien they’re Renaissance 
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Florentine darkly gorgeous, like Marco Lombardi, 
there’s nothing more so, unless you insist on Robert 
Redford in his Navy officer’s -uniform, drunk at the 
Stork Qub, sitting on that bar stool in The Way We Were_ 

- and that, film fans, is a whole other breed of cat to 
say nothing of ethnic background. Lombardi looked 
younger- than I’d expected, he moved tvith a dancer’s 
ease and precision and his beauty was unfair, the 
kind that any decent, thoughtful woman like me feels 
is, wasted on a man. He was wearing clean, faded 
unremarkable jeans, an old pink Brooks Brothers shirt, 
wth the top three buttons open, bright red socks and 
the most beautifully polished, elegant pair of brotvn 
loafers I’d ever seen. The total effect combined the Ivy 
League with early Gene Kelly and vintage Fred Astaire. 

He ^vas a dandy, a man who played games with his o^vn 
clothes. What disarming disguise, I wondered, did he 
put on when he wasn’t expecting a bunch of Americans? 
Gay, I thought, but why should I have expected anything 
different? - 

In the confusion created by Gabrielle attempting to 
introduce us in the proper French way and Marco 
Lombardi introducing himself in a highly excited and 
enthusiastic Italian way, enough confusion and giggles 
were generated so that what might have been an 
intimidating moment happened so quickly and easily 
that 1 could feel ihy girls relaxing in his ^varmth. Gay, I 
knew \vith sudden conviction, ^vas the opposite of 
whatever this man was. 

The girls were dazzled by his charm and warmth. He 
thought that they were all ravishing, exquisite, that 
much was absolutely conveyed by his eyes and his hands 
and his smile. He adored them. They were the most 
welcome sight he’d seen in years. ‘Such beautiful girls, 
three perfections,’ be crooned in the sort of full-bodied, 
old-country Italian accent I hadn’t heard from anyone 
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but an ancient storekeeper who used to sell fruit to my 
mother. Even though Marco had just met the girls there 
was a teasing, affectionately naughty, hamiless little boy 
way in which he related to them, 

‘And you,’ he said, turning to me and taking both of 
my hands in his, and sounding much more serious, ‘You 
are a gift, a surprise package. I was expecting someone 
less young, someone less’ — he sketched a voluptuous 
bosom and a tiny waist with his hands — ‘But they cannot 
make a woman who looks like you into a duennal What 
a folly, what a delusion! You are in far more danger 
from me than skinny little girls,’ 

I felt myself smiling in gratification. It was nice to be 
appreciated by someone who knew a real woman when 
he saw one. I hoped I wasn’t blushing and I hoped that 
Mike Aaron was getting a shot of this moment Zaftig, 
indeed! 

Marco, Gabrielle 'interrupted, ‘can we finish, these 
con^liments somewhere besides the staircase?’ 

Of couree,’ he answered, with a flash of irrita- 
^dhi bke her bossy manner any more than 


into the reladvely big room 
which he worked on his fitting models. There were 
not ^ dress forms pushed into a comer but 

parlirdf™’'/''’*®'- shagged off their 

*0^0 fecmated to see that thef'd each had 

pants that had ^bat to wear; those second-skin ski 

Kyatd «-.Ad.eo«e 

materials, throu^ wh?ch®anvbo 7'‘“1 ‘'''""T 

could count their ribs and 

sizes, although tliey weren’t wearing 

that wasn’t enough to make you sit 

they’d all put on their highest-heeIr*H k ^ notice, 

that sent the message ‘Do me or t’u ones 

le or J 11 stomp you.’ I 
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doubted that there %vas even one pmr of panties among 
them. All in all Aey did me credit. 

The only variations , on this covered-up version of 
show and tell was in the color of their sweaters. April’s 
Avas a soft French blue that deepened her eyes, not, I 
^sumed, an accidental effect Nor had Jordan picked 
,er white sweater by chance. Whenever she wore white, 
e contrast 'with her skin ensured that she ^vas at her 
most compelling. Tinker wore a rather ratty black 
weater that looked as if it had been chosen at random, 
ut It enhanced the breathless underwater flash of her 
eyes and the artless - not on my best day had I been so 

ess. - high-piled tumble of her hair seemed to beg 
m be let loose. ® 


clothes?’ Maude asked eagerly, 
startled, half indignant. ‘The 
twn ’^^t yet. The collection is still 

if mvay, the clothes are not completed, and even 
y were, ihis is not the moment.’ 

Of 11 ^^dition, Maude, I thought wryly, 

w ® gauche things she could have askedl 

snnn^”^ of disappointed 

ds although I glared at them. Honest to God, it’s 

^ ^ gamekeeper 

e«P f-^11 ^ daSy herd of wld, annoying, but 

hpuT ^ ^ defenseless giant animals, a cross, let’s say, 
^ antelope and a giraffe. When they lope or 
• ,'^J through a group of normal people, taller, 

eir heels, than all but the tallest men, they belong 
irm y to a species other than humankind. Aliens among 
differently, as if they have no firm idea of 
at to do with their excessively long legs; extreme 
ectomorphs, they nourish themselves by nibbling on 
green leaves, and, as they were doing now, they com- 
municate among themselves in a soft animal language. 
‘\Vhat do you want them to do then?’ Maude 
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persisted. I heard that you wanted to see how they 

looked wearing your clothes.’ 

No, Signora,’ Marco said, ‘I need to see how they 
look wearing anything at all. What they have on their 
bodies isn’t the question, it is how they relate to it’ 
Oh? she said challengingly. 

For example, I will give them my clothes - nothing 
IS more interesting on a woman as a man’s clothes - 
, if they would be so good, ask them each to put 
em on and show me what happens.’ He picked up a 
tweed jacket and a long grey wool scarf he’d thrown 

T 1 handed them to April. As an after- 

ought, he also gave her the red cardigan he must have 
worn under his jacket. ‘Over there’s a room you can 
us^e to dress in,’ he said. 

calmly everything?’ April asked 


an bella,' he answered, smiling at her like 

nnf nr, There s no way you can go wrong, this is 

notan examination.’ a 

behind the door arid Marco en- 
whfle I wait'd discussion about his cameras 

walking ablty ^ 

a small percentege^of ^ person, only 

squeaks. Fashion shows hJH ^ runway until it 

combination of theatre n ^ become pure spectacle, a 
special talent to dominate”^ ^ takes a very 

down a runway. The girls hL! r by strutting 

as Ethel Merman without sin ^ ^ show-stopping 

as Josephine Baker without^"^’ ^ Physically electric 
ous as Dietrich. And there was on"l?"^ ^ glamor- 
runway models have to be bom Dietrich. Great 

a scrap of stage fright, able without 

o that crazily sexy 
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shoulder-thrusting, ass-stvinging, pelvis-pointed walk in 
shoes that would kill even me. They have to play to 
three hundred insane photographers blasting them 
with a wall of blinding flashbulbs as well as to the couple 
of thousand fashion professionals who judge the clothes 
in large part by the conviction with which diey are 
presented. 

I sat helplessly, tvishing I were in the other room so 
at I could tell the girls what was up and fix each of 
cm to her best advantage. I felt like three stage 
mothers rolled into one, and yet, hadn’t the girls 
cmonstrated at Necker’s that they wure astute about 
s owing themselves to their best advantage? My job is 
supposed to end with the booking, not to carry over 
mto red life, and this \vas the first time I’d seen models 
m sue an intimately competitive situation, so much 
more overt than last night’s dinner party. 

pril entered the room. She’d taken the cardigan, 
s ung It around her neck and tied it so that it fell over 
^ V like a short cape. She’d chosen to 

ma e the advantage of her hedr a nonissue, pulling it 
ac and tucking it under the cardigan so that it was 
ut hidden. Her thumbs were hooked into the top 
\ pelvis thrust forward and her arms 

• ^1^^ advanced toward us quickly, unsmiling, her 
c m in the air, not looking at anybody and with no 
movement at all in her upper body. Her knees crossed 
each other at every step so that her hips swayed to the 
maximum. All the street urchin qualities that usually 
were totally outweighed by her regality, now were 
magnified and she looked tough and arrogant. April 
stopped suddenly a few feet away from our group, 
pivoted on one heel, and paused for one long, tough, 
don’t-mess-wth-me minute. 

‘Hey, nowl’ Mike sidd, in what I supposed was 
a gender-neutral statement approved by the fashion 
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photographers’ union, although, in my opinion, his 
tone of voice constituted sexual harassment. Even 
his camera seemed to be aroused. April returned the 
way she’d come, her fine ass swinging like a hooker s. 
In a second she was. back, hair hanging straight dotvn 
her back, ^ much a princess as ever. 

‘I left the sweater in there,’ she said demurely to 
Marco. 

'Brava, April! You have a very bad-girl walk.’ 

‘Not always, not unless I think it’s appropriate, but 
something about a man’s sweater . . . welb it turns me 
on. Isn’t that strange?’ she wondered sweetly. 

‘No, it’s normal,’ he told her, patting her hand like 
an uncle. ‘Now, Jordan, if you would be so kind?’ Marco 
indicated the improvised dressing room and Jordan 
went toward it with a hint of reluctance. You could tel 
by her shoulders that she was not used to being the 
middle child. What difference does birth order make 
in the success of models, I wondered, not for the first 
time. 


Jordan kept us waiting twice as long as April had 
^^en she reappeared she wore the tweed jacket, belted 
in ught and wide with the long scarf that she had 
somehow turned into an obi. The jacket collar was up, 
her chin was tucked into its shelter and she wore a paii 

^th^htS^f ^ babble of preoccupation 

flotr^h^r reflectively, looking at the 

deeoiv !nS th Lr hands thrust 

deeply into the pockets of the jacket with only the 
thumbs showing. There wac witn oniy 

that she was a movie star 

and hoping to pass incognito thro!f thoug 

unable not to stare at her. When r ^ crowd that vvas 
away from Marco she stopped three feet 

of a pocket so that she could lower band out 

enough to peer at him from over ft, ^ glasses just 

“^^ir nms. She gave 
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him a meltdown, show-stopping smile that said Watch 
out, baby, I’ll be back for you later,’ and retired, 
slouching as she had come. 

'Dio,' he murmured. 

‘Yeah!’ Mike a^eed, odiously, si'dtching cameras. 

‘Now it’s your turn, Tinker,’ -Marco told her. Tinker 
looked at me and I could see the edge of cold appre- 
hension flickering in her eyes. If only she’d been able 
to go first, 1 thought, it wouldn’t have been so bad, but 
after April and Jordan, what was the poor girl going to 
do for an encore? 

It seemed to me that Tinker ■svas taking forever to get 
ready. I had to stifle an urge to ask if I could go in and 
see if there was anything wrong. Finally she opened the 
door of the other room and stepped out and 1 under- 
stood what had taken her so long. She’d been fussing 
v>ith that damn hair of hers, until it hung down over 
her shoulders in the kind of careless mess that usually 
takes an expert to achieve. She’d stripped naked from 
the \vaist up, wearing only Marco’s scarf, which she d 
tvrapped twice around her neck, the ends drooping 
almost halhvay down her higb-riding breasts. 

All well and good, but Tinker was still standing there, 
her arms hanging limply at her side, her nipples partly 
covered. Walk, for the love of God, 1 thought, just \valk. 
That’s the whole point of this, don’t you realize i^ not 
a striptease? Hair can’t walk the ^valk, you idiot! Final^ 
she raised her hands and grasped the ends of tire s , 
making fists over each nipple. I took a breath o re le . 
At least there tvas something going on in her min 


besides playing for shock value. 

Tinker approached us, posture unremarkable, pro- 
jecting absolutely nothing at all except toul panic. She 
had become a preic>’ enough girl who d foi^otten her 
sweater. 1 couldn’t believe it. Here was tins girl who had 
more genuine glamour ilian ninety-nine percent of the 
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models we represent, here was this girl whose potential 
had hooked Justine and me from the minute we’d 
looked at her, here was the girl we’d trained for months 

to move in front of a camera, and she couldn’t fucking 
walk! 


Now, at this minute, in Paris no less, in front of an 
informal group of only six friendly people, she’d frozen, 
able at best to put one foot in front of another, 
just barely not stumbling. Tinker was like a zombie 
when she stopped, looked vacantly over our heads, not 
making any kind of eye contact or body statement at 
what was the all-important end of the runway. The only 
sound was Mike’s camera mercifully going nonstop. 
Finally^ Tinker managed to turn and make her way, 
once, back to the changing room, 
worst of it was that we were all suffering for her. 
e dragged us into her problem and if she did that 
to us, she’d do it to a larger audience. Whatever she 

wore would be a disaster, even if it were the best dress 
m the show. 


T mil work with her, Frankie,’ Marco said quietly to 

me. She needs training. Don’t worry, I think I can show 
her what to do.' 

Do you have time?’ I asked, stunned by his words. 

simply couldn’t use her. 

odd hourf point, but I’ll manage, at 

more^e^Sonfin" ^ girl otherwise.- She needs 

wore selfconfidence, that’s all ’ 

‘Thank you, Marco,’ I breathed in disbelief I couldn’t 
remember when I’d felt sn i ^ J 

someone special. grateful to any man. He was 

As quickly as possible I hustled all - i • t. • 
parkas, said good-byo to Sco Ld -T ‘"'d’ 
led the ^vay back down the stairs Tt .^bnelle, and 

die street and I iv'as glad to see th 

waiting. sheltering lirnos 


‘April! Chme, you haven’t forgotten?’ a male voice 
called out; 

‘Tinker, over here!’ another shouted. 

‘Frankie, we’re waiting. Come on, weVe freezing to 
death!’ 

‘Jordan, what took so long?’ another guy complained 
at the top of his lungs. 

Who were these guys howling familiarly at us from a 
group of cars and one motorcycle? I stopped dead and 
glared at them. One of the car doors burst open 
and three young men rushed across the pavement and 
laid hands on me. Friendly hands, familiar hands, Bains 
Douche dancing partner hands. Reflexively I struggled, 
keeping them from tossing me in the air. 

‘What are you doing here?’ I demanded with as much 
dignity as possible. Mike Aaron was watching, shaking 
his head and grinning in a superior way, like someone 
vratching kittens squirm. 

‘Frankie! Ma petite adorable Frankie, we said we’d do 
it again tonight’ 

‘You promised! I’ve been thinking about you all day!’ 
‘Come on, baby, the concierge told us where you were 
hut he didn’t say you’d keep us waiting in the cold. 
Let’s go, mon adoree.' 

‘No!’ I shouted at the three of them. ‘Absolutely not! 
It’s impossible.’ 

I didn’t remember making a date with these big 
hulking cute oafs. Well, maybe I might have said 
something but I didn’t mean it, I was just dancing. 
Carried away. You know. Still ... it might be ftin. And 
it was a sure way to lose another two pounds. Even thre^ 
‘Break it up fellas,’ Mike said, coming over md 
putting his arm possessively around my shoulders, ^is 
is my wife you’re talking to. We’re going home to find 
out lust exactly what went on last night, and it better 
be a good explanation, or she’s in beaucoup trouble. 
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Comprendez? S2iy, what are your names, guys? Let me see 
your identification.’ 

My admirers melted away, disappointed but not par- 
ticularly surprised. It probably happened all the time. 

‘Come on, sweetie, tell me your side of the story. I m 
keeping an open mind about this.’ Mike was shaking 
with laughter. 

‘Thank you, thank you, master. I’m everlastingly in 
your debt, I couldn’t' possibly have handled them 
myself, you great big wonderful man. How can I ever 
repay you?’ I snarled. 

‘Well you don’t have to be snotty. I thought I ivas 
doing you a favor.’ 

‘Oh, shit, I g^ess you did think so. Thanks, Aaron, 
you were sweet to ruin my evening.’ 

‘Just exacdy who were those crude characters?’ Maude 
asked curiously. 

‘Old school chums,’ I said. ‘They got a date mixed 
up.’ 

Well whoever the others are,’ Maude said thought- 
fully, ‘I hope they bring the girls back safe and sound. 

I ran to the limos and looked inside. Nobody. In the 
melee with my admirers the girls had vanished into 
the French night with pick-ups from Les Bains Douche, 
one of them, God help me, on a motorcycle. Mike 
and Maude were watching me closely. I smiled and 
shrugged. ‘How ya gonna keep ’em down on the farm?’ 
I ^ked as philosophically as possible. 

‘mat do you suppose they’re up to?’ Maude won- 


Dinner m some wonderfully lypical, authentic little 
bistro, maybe a visit to a famous old cafe on the Left 
Bank where students their age hang out, lots of good 
conversauon - a really French experience Ih-it 
girls their age should have in Paris.’ ’ 

•Yeah, right,’ Mike said. ‘Or maybe they can find a 
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bookstore %vith a poetry reading going on, or listen to 
some good classic^ music - even the opera. Or a ballet? 
Paris is such a cultural feast.’ 

‘Who knoTO?’ I answered, too worried to react to him. 
All I wanted to do was go back to the hotel and drown 
myself in one of my two bathtubs. 

One thing I didn’t plan to do was call Justine. I didn’t 
\vant to alarm her about Tinker’s inability to walk. She 
didn’t need to know anything — not one little word - 
about it until Marco had a chance to coach Tinker and 
get her over the problem. Nor did Justine ever have to 
know that the girls were out on their own. Damn Justine 
anyway! I felt a totally justifiable anger. 

This was her bloody responsibility, not mine, and she 
should be here, not me. Whose crazy idea had it been 
to send the girls so early? Hers, only hers. But here I 
was, put upon by everyone, working like a sheepherder, 
one person trying to keep track of three girls, pulled 
m every direction, given an impossible job, having to 
lie and juggle and worry all on my own, fending off 
Maude’s journalistic instincts and Mike’s troublemaking 
because Justine didn’t have the minimum of guts to 
meet her own father. This whole mess was fucking 
unfair! 

Besides, I 'ivas still in the mood to dance, damn it! 
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10 


‘I had to get you away from the others,’ Tom Strauss 
said as he and Tinker sat in the Cafe -Flore, later that 
night. They were almost alone. The crowds were down- 
stairs, packed into the glassed-in terrace and jamming 
the first-floor rooms with so much noise and smoke that 
he hadn’t even looked for a table, but had led Tinker 
immediately up the creaking flight of wooden stairs, to 
the refuge of a worn leather banquette and a battered 
table. 

‘Why?’ Tinker asked, looking at him warily. Tom 
an American, one of the gang they’d met at Les Bains 
Douche who’d shown up outside of Lombardi’s earlier 
that night. She had danced with him a lot but there 
hadn’t been more than a moment to talk. 

Because you look so damn sad.’ 

Do not. Tinker murmured from the depths. 

You re not the same g^rl as you were last night. At 
dinner April and Jordan were happy and excited . • • 
you were way down, even if no one noticed but me. 
Tinker, please, tell me what’s wrong.’ 

‘None of your business,’ she quavered. 

‘I want it to be my business.’ 

Tinker turned her angelic countenance on him. ‘Go 
get stuffed!’ she said and burst into tears. Great sobs 
shook her and she turned into Tom’s shoulder to hide 
her face. He could feel her grief although he couldn’t 
hear it, for she wept silently and bitterly. He put his 
arm around her quivering back and held her tightly 
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through the mass of her red parka, making little sounds 
of comfort until she threw off his arm and pulled herself 
together enough to speak. 

‘Those bitches . . . such show offs ... I can’t do that, 

I didn’t want to, they made me . . .’ 

'Who made you?’ he demanded. 

‘Everyone!’ She was wracked by another huge sob. 

‘Everyone made you do whatT 

‘Walk,’ Tinker finally managed to gasp out. 

Walk? I don’t get it,’ Tom Strauss said, totally 
confused. 

Of course you don’t, what could you know about it?’ 
Just tell me,’ he implored her. 

I don’t even know you,’ Tinker wailed. 

Do you have anybody else to talk to?’ he persisted. 
Tinker snuffled miserably and considered his words. 
Everyone else she knew in Paris had been there to see 
her humiliation, everyone but this prying, stubborn guy 
who was interested enough in her to keep passing her 
Kleenex,, who had been watching her so closely at 
dinner that he’d noticed her depression, who had been 
sensitive to the mood she thought she’d hidden so well 
and who’d realized that Jordan and April were driving 
her mad with their elated self-«atisfaction. 

‘Oh, all right, since you’re so anxious to know,’ she 
said grudgingly, through her hiccups. ‘I had to do my 
runway walk today, at Lombardi’s, in front of everybody, 
und I proved what a total, absolute, complete loser I 
was.’ 

‘What’s a runway tvalk?’ 

‘Oh . . . it’s the special way you wear the clothes, your 
. . . manner, 1 guess, the way you project . . . haring a 
walk is like being able to carry a tune. Either you can 
or you can’t. And I can’t. Oh, shit, 1 just can notV 
‘You mean it’s a special talent?’ 

‘No, not that exactly, it’s something else, not haring 
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a talent but being a talent, being somebody special, inside 
yourself, being able to have fon with it, playing rvith it, 
oh, you know,’ she said impatiently, ‘tweaking it, push- 
ing it, making yourself interesting until everybody who 
looks at you can’t take their eyes away. Some girls have 
it, others don’t. I don’t’ 

‘I thought it was enough to be beautiful.’ 

‘That shows how much you know,’ Tinker said, 
morosely. ‘All the girls are beautiful, beauty’s expected, 
beauty’s the basic alphabet but the ones who make 
it to the top know how to put themselves over as 
personalities. They play themselves, they’re famous 
characters in the whole drama of fashion. People 
think thay actually know something indmate about 
Naomi and Claudia, they think that Naomi’s wonder- 
fully naughty and mischievous and mocking and 
sophisticated and having a ball with life, but in a fun 
way, an acceptable way whatever she does, and they 
think that Claudia must be the purest one of all, an 
angel, a princess royal, sweet and so basically good, so 
above the others that she manages to remain utterly 
virginal in the dniest bikini — they think she’s doing 
some sort of marvelous favor in actually allowing the 
crude public to see her solid gold belly button.’ 

‘So what the hell would they think you were, chopped 
liver?’ Tom Strauss was impatient. He’d never seen such 
a truly glorious girl, never expected to see one, and all 
she did was put herself do%vn, even if she did it in a way 
that opened his eyes to things he’d never known about. 

Tinker sighed deeply, shaking her head slowly to 
indicate tliat she was finished with this conversation. 
She raised her hands to her hair and hid herself in its 
wings, hunching her .shoulders and all but disappearing 
in its Venetian red cloud. But .she’d have to talk to 
him. Tom decided, he wasn’t going to let her sit there 
and molder awsiy speechlessly in this famous room 
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impregnaied wtli the aura of people who had drunk, 
smoked and talked to each other tvithin its tvalls for 
hundreds of years. 

Tom Strauss was not uneasy with words tlie way 
painters sometimes are. At nineteen, he’d been lured 
out of his graphic arts training by an ad agency head- 
hunter, and he’d spent the next eight years working as 
an art director \vith a number of highly verbal copy 
%vriters, exchanging many more ideas than images. All 
that time he’d lived frugally and collected an ever- 
escalating salary, saving most of it, because he was 
determined to giant himself a couple of sabbatical years 
in Paris before he was thirty, to find out, once and for 
all, if he could or could not realize his lifelong dream 
to be an artist with more than a facile commercial talent. 

He looked at Tinker’s bent head, her eyes shadowed 
by her lids, and continued to probe. 

‘So what you’re saying about the walk, is that it’s a 
question of expressing your identity, right?’ 

‘I guess,’ Tinker muttered, finishing the brandy that 
was left in her glass. ‘Just drop it, would you? Please?’ 
‘So what’s your identity?’ 

‘What’s yours?’ 

‘I asked first,’ Tom said. 

‘But I don’t want to play this ‘stupid game,’ she 
insisted. 

‘Okay, okay. I’ll starL I’m a man, I’m an American, 
from Chicago, I’ve been a successful art director in a 
New York agency, I’m trying to be a painter and I think 
I might, possibly, have a shot, I’m Jewish but not 
religious. I’m unmarried but I don’t intend to stay that 
way forever, I have two younger sisters, both still in 
college, I’m the son of a mother who’s a professor of 
art history and doctor father who . . .’ 

‘Stop! I get the picture,’ Tinker interrupted. ‘I’m a^, 
girl and I’m pretty.’ 
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‘That’s it? The whole one-line story?’ 

‘Oh, I’m from Tennessee. Maybe,’ Tinker ventured 
with her first small smile, turning slightly in his direc- 
tion, ‘if I’d been bom in Chicago it would count more. 
Oh, my mother’s a nonpracticing Methodist, whatever 
that is.’ 

‘You didn’t mention your profession,’ he said, trying 
not to reveal how her smile hit him in the stomach. He 
felt as if he’d been shot out of a cannon into a wildly 
blue sky with land nowhere in sight. ‘Doesn’t being a 
model qualify as a piece of your identity?’ 

‘Only if you’re more than that, if you’ve got that thing 
that makes you special, the thing I explained. And I 
don’t.’ 

Tom Strauss ordered more brandy from a waiter. ‘I 
suggest a drink,’ he said, ‘while we recover from your 
temporary identity crisis. It sounds like a basic country 
music title, “I Found a Pretty Girl in Tennessee Who 
Didn’t Have No Identity.” There’s got to be a verse, in 
fact, a whole song to go with the title.’ 

Tinker giggled and inspected him closely for the first 
time. Dancing with him last night, she had noticed that 
he was taller than she %vas, which didn’t happen every 
day, but she hadn’t really paid him much attention in 
the crowd. He was not unattractive at close range, she 
decided. Not bad at all. How come she hadn’t noticed 
before? He seemed so very much at home inside his 
skin. With his messed-up dark brown hair that made 
you want to fix it and his sort of quirky, easy mouth and 
that lazy grin and good teeth, and the laugh lines tliat 
sprouted from the sides of his narrow', long, dark brown 
eyes, and the absolutely grand way his eyebrows just 
S'vvung upward and upward, this Tom Strauss person 
looked . . . sman. As if he thought interesting, funny 
thoughts when he was alone, things he didn’t tell 
anyone. Something about that suddenly annoyed her. 
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If he had anything interesting to say, she’d like to hear 
it. 

‘Let’s work on your childhood,’ he suggested. 

‘I don’t like to think about my childhood,’ she said, 
dismissively. 

‘But there’s identity,' Tom pounced. ‘An unhappy 
childhood automatically gives you an identity, it’s prac- 
tically a prerequisite. "Vhiy were you unhappy?’ 

‘I didn’t say I was unhappy, I said I didn’t want to 
think about it. Oh, I give up, you’re looking at a retired 
beauty pageant queen,’ Tinker said wryly. ‘I used to be 
a star. I reached my peak before I had my first period. 
Isn’t that ridiculous and pathetic? When I was crowned 
Little Miss Tennessee in the under-three-year-old cate- 
gory it was my seventh pageant and I’d won all of them. 
Ten years later I had a hundred and sixty trophies and 
crowns, all won before I was twelve. That and fifty cents 
will get you a phone call so long as it isn’t long distance.’ 

‘But that’s terrible! You must have been pushed into 
a kind of pressure and competitiveness before you were 
ready to handle it, just a little kid - it’s obscene.’ 

‘I don’t necessarily believe that,’ Tinker said, frown- 
ing. ‘It was the only life I knew. Oh, you can’t imagine 
how important it was, how important I felt! I had nothing 
to compare it to except school, and of course the 
regular kids didn’t like me, how could they have? I 
thought I didn’t care about them because on the circuit 
I was . . . oh, I was such a big winner, so envied, so 
admired, so petted . . . you can’t begin to imagine what 
it tvas like.’ 

‘Still,’ Tom said carefully, ‘it sounds like it’s some- 
thing you were too young to make a judgment about. ^ 

‘My mother thought the contests were good for me. 
Tinker said in a soft dreamy voice. ‘She said they would 
build my self-confidence. Almost every weekend we were 
out driwng the circuit together, just the two of us. She 
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was divorced and didn’t have much of a social life so 
she had plenty of time to devote to me.’ 

‘Hmmm.’ Tom’s tone was neutral and encouraging. 

‘Even before you get into an actual contest there are 
dozens and dozens of regional preliminaries,’ Tinker 
went on, remembering, ‘and all sorts of categories 
to enter . . . Most Beautiful, Most Adorable, Miss 
Memphis in May, Best-Dressed, Most Photogenic, Uni- 
versal Charm Queen . , . it never stops. Of course they’re 
all about how you look, not who you are, but you have 
to behave beautifully. All the contestants wear special, 
custom-made dresses that cost hundreds of dollars each 
and the only difference in them is how fancy they get. 
My mother used to curl my hair and put on my lipstick 
and rouge and eye makeup, grooming and polishing 
me ... I grew up wearing lacy, frilly, fussy pastel dresses 
with puffed sleeves and so many petticoats under the 
skirts that sometimes they were wider than I was tall, 
and hair bows to match each dress. Every week I had a 
new pair of spotless white shoes with white satin bows 
on the toes and white ankle socks with ruffles around 
the tops . . . and I won and won ... I reigned for a 
decade ... I was unbeatable ... a star, a true star.’ 

‘And then what happened?’ Tom spoke as softly as if 
he were talking to a sleepwalker. 

‘Adolescence. I lost it all in less than six months. I’ll 
spare you the details but I turned into an ungodly slob. 

I couldn’t believe it. I ... I basically ran away. I couldn’t 
face my mother’s disappointment with me. I didn’t 
run far, naturally, just to my Aunt Annie and Uncle 
Charles’s. She’s my mother’s sister and they don’t have 
any kids, so they were happy to have me, repulsive 
though I was. By that time my mother had started dadng 
again so she didn’t mind. On the contrary, she was 
relieved. Aunt Annie probably saved my life. She taught 
English and she got me staned reading , . . that’s almost 
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all I did for the next six years. I read every novel in the 
library stacks. That and school.’ 

‘And then you got your looks back — ?’ 

‘My looks, yes, but I still can’t walk.’ , 

‘But you must have had to walk in the pageants,’ he 
protested. 

‘And that’s exacdy the problem,’ Tinker said, shaking 
her head in a rush of animation. ‘The child’s pageant 
walk is the absolute opposite of a runway walk. I walked 
like an automaton, a wndup toy, a good, good, goorf 
litde girl with the best possible posture, a little princess 
reviewing the troops. I stood up absolutely stiff and 
straight, head held high, chin up, eyes straight ahead, 
and I learned not to swing anything, not even my hair 
- the judges hate the slightest hint of overt sexuality — 
Lolita would never make it to the Little Miss Most 
Adorable Nashville contest. I was a living doll with my 
arms held out to the side, just so, with my hands barely 
grazing the frills of my dress so I didn’t flutter them, 
my feet perfectly placed, totally stiff, a smile pasted 
on my face. A doll, Tom, a doll, not a child, and 
certainly not a personality. There’s no contest for best 
personality . . . not even a Miss Congeniality. It’s all 
about how you look. My training is as deeply ingrained 
as if I’d been popped into a Russian school for potential 
Olympic gymnasts all those years, or brought up to be 
the next Queen of England. Did you ever see a photo 
of the Queen slumping, no matter what happens to her? 
I knew Princess Diana was in trouble as soon as she 
started showing her playful side in public. I’m trying to 
change, but my body doesn’t want to. I think they call 
it muscle memory.’ 

‘You were trained like a show dog!’ He quivered with 
outrage. 

‘Do you think I don’t know that? In my head I 
understand exacdy what the problem is, but you can 



know something about yourself and still not be able to 
change it’ 

‘Then why the hell are you beating your head against 
the wall if you don’t think you can do something about 
it?’ Tom pounded his fist on the table in exasperation. 

‘It’s the only thing I know how to do. I have to try 
now that I have the chance. I want to win again,’ Tinker 
said simply. 

‘Jesus! That’s got to be the craziest thing I ever 
heard!’ 

‘To you, maybe, but I don’t feel that way,’ she said 
in a voice in which finality rang clearly. 

Tom studied her determined expression and fell 
silent. Tinker didn’t think she had an identity but she 
had a powerful one and she didn’t even know it, 
she wouldn’t believe him if he told her, this girl who 
flat out told him a Gothic horror story about herself 
without varnish, without self-pity, in an analytical way, 
not hiding her fears and wounds but not giving in to 
them, certainly not asking for advice or help. She was 
strong even if she was absolutely wrong. Even if she 
didn’t have a flirtatious bone in her body. Why should 
she? A girl who looked like she did never had to flirt 
with anyone. 

‘I haven’t said a word about this since I came to New 
York,’ Tinker said wth astonishment in her voice, 
‘except a little bit to Frankie. In fact, I’ve never talked 
this much about myself in my whole life, to anybody at 
all. You know everything there is to know about me now 
. . . you must think I’m completely self-centered, with 
nothing on my mind but a silly runway walk, as if that 
could possibly be important to you or anyone with any 
brains — * 

‘I was drawing you out, didn’t you notice? Can’t you 
tell how interested I am?’ 

‘I thought you were just being a good listener, so that 
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you could lull my suspicions,’ Tinker said, turning to 
him and unleashing her luminous glance, wth the 
merest hint of the possibility of the chance of a smile 
at the comer of her lips. 

*What kind of suspicions?’ he asked, stumbling over 
the words. Oh, God, he was wrong, she did know how 
to flirt, Tom thought, feeling sick with s\vift, undiluted 
jealousy for every poor sucker she’d ever flirted with - 
there must be hundreds of them, the miserable, un- 
worthy dickheads whatever she’d said about spending 
her time reading in a library. She probably didn’t even 
know the Dewey Decimal System: Maybe she’d made up 
the whole story of her life, maybe she was a psychopathic 
liar, oh, God, he ^vas going insane, why would she 
bother to lie to him when whatever she said ^vas 
fascinating, even the ankle socks? 

‘The suspicions,’ Tinker explained, ‘that would be 
aroused when you ask me to go to your studio with you 
and look at your work. Isn’t that what artists do? I’ve 
read all about it.’ 

‘Read about it?’ he mumbled, feeling stupid. 

‘I’ve never met a real artist before.’ Now the smile 
^vas a reality. Tinker bent her head, took his hand in 
hers and looked at it carefully. ‘No paint under the 
fingernails,’ she said finally, as if in regret. 

‘Try my pulse,’ he suggested, putting two of her 
fingers on the inside of his ^v^ist. 

‘What’s normal?’ Tinker inquired earnestly. ‘I missed 
First Aid, I never had time to join the Girl Scouts, not 
even the Brownies.’ 

‘You’re utterly useless, aren’t you?’ He tried to sound 
indifferent although he could feel his pulse jumping 
madly under her fingertips and he was short of breath. 

‘Utterly,’ Tinker agreed readily. ‘That’s exactly what 
I’ve been explaining to you. In a world going rapidly 
to hell, I have no place, not even on the mnway.’ 
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‘What if I could find a use for you? Would that help?’ 
He listened to his own words in a cloud of shocked 
disbelief. Hev/as flirting and he didn’t do that, it wasn’t 
his style, he got flirted at, that was the way things had 
always been in his life. 

‘Now that’s the sort of question that might arouse my 
suspicions, if I were a suspicious type, but I’m not. I’m 
gullible, a sitting duck, an innocent, helpless, basically 
worthless little country girl from Tennessee,’ Tinker 
said with rising delight, feeling something she didn’t 
quite understand shift in her inner landscape, lighten- 
ing the shadows, making the phantoms disappear. 

‘Ah, shit, you win, just don’t stop taking my pulse.’ 

‘Win what?’ she asked. 

‘Me. If you want me.’ 

‘Well, I don’t know about that yet, do I?’ she asked 
reasonably. 

‘Will you come and look at my pictures?’ 

‘When?’ 

‘Now?’ 

‘That seems to be as good a time as any,’ Tinker said, 
trying to keep the surge of eagerness out of her voice. 

‘Promise me one thing,’ Tom said, as he paused before 
turning his key in the lock of his Left Bank studio, on 
the top floor of an ancient building on an unfashion- 
able street in an unpicturesque neighborhood of 
the sixth arrondissement. ‘Don’t say anything about the 
pictures. Not a word. I know you’re not experienced in 
making the kind of polite remarks people make when 
they visit a studio.’ 

‘What about impolite remarks?’ 

‘Oh. I hadn’t thought of that. Not,’ he added hastily, 
‘that the pictures are good, just that people have this 
idea they have to be complimentary, no matter what 
tlicy really think.’ 
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‘Come on and open the door. I don’t know anything, 
about art, I don’t even know what I like, so you have 
nothing to worry about from me.’ How come Tom had 
suddenly become so self-conscious, Tinker wondered. 
First he %vanted her to see his paintings, now he didn’t 
Avant to know her reaction to them. Were all artists 
shrinking violets tVhen it came right down to showing 
their stuff? Were all people, even the ones who seemed 
the most confident, shrinking wolets about going public 
Avith their personal efforts, even to one other person? 

She Avas busy turning this thought over in her mind 
Avhen Tom snapped on the lights of a room Avith flaking 
plaster Avails painted chalk Avhite, a paint-splotched 
floor, and a pyramid grid of Avhite metal overhead that 
supported a skylight ceiling. It was a big room, divided 
into various areas by old, vaguely Art-Deco screens. The 
largest object in the room Avas an enormous, sagging 
old couch draped in a piece of Avhite fabric adorned 
Avith a few ancient pilloAvs, around which three space 
heaters Avere placed. The couch stood on a ratty-looking 
Persian rug, and some candies on the floor evidently 
served as a fireplace equivalent. 

‘Not exactly cozy,’ Tinker said Avith a shiver as all the 
Avhiteness popped into vicAv. There must be an easel 
hidden soraeAvhere behind one of those screens, she 
thought, and a kitchen and a bathroom of some sort, 
and even a closet, or didn’t artists bother Avith closets? 

‘It’s perfect,’ he objected, ‘perfect. I dreamed of a 
place like this all my adult life. I never thought I’d be 
lucky enough to find it. It gets every bit of available 
light in a dark city . . . finding it was an incredible stroke 
of luck. I suppose you’re Avondeiing why Paris? Why did 
I go for that old, outdated, unhip, not-happening cliche 
of coming to Paris to paint when I could haA^e done it 
better in NeAv York where the art scene is? But New York 
is where I had my advertising life and my advertising 
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town mjjV ^^'^^rtising success. I had to get out of 
worlff p ^ ^ ^ ^ j” break, throw myself into another 
thino- T reason - probably some- 

to everything I’d read, it was important 

to me to live the familiar dream, go the whole vray with 

it, but buy into the whole 

rUf outdated romanticfantasy of being 

a painter in Parrc-i^r.^,. - . .1 . P 


a ^ v^utudiea romantic lantasy ot being 

wort ■" ^ so back, if it doesn’t 

woric out for me, at least I’ll know that I didn’t do it 

Cue sati* wax/ /-kY- * 


the safe way or halfway — ’ 

Standing here talking, and 
Hi the inevitable, we might just as well go back 
ar tVi ^ ^bere it s warmer,’ Tinker said, laughing 
at the sight of his feet Firmly planted at the enhance to 
the studio, as if to go in would be dangerous. 

on Pfobably freezing. Here I’ll go turn 

couch^ beaters,’ Tom said, finally moving to the 

to look at the pictures and you’re stopping 
unzipping her parka. The room wasn’t 
if'! decided, it %vas the effect of that 

insnf-rt^ pamt. She crossed the floor and began to 
painungs that stood propped up against the 

belfew’ nervously, ‘is that I don’t 

tion Mocfartict! ^P^osentation and pure abstrac- 

uon. Most artists are deconsfrimHnrr . 4 * 1 1* j 

certainly attempting to finrf disassembling, and 

than st^ightfXl eLl otinT" 

damn what the hell is fashionahl ^ don’t give a 

recapture memaiy, you k^ow!!ike'^poe 

to be e„,oUoe rccolleced i„ u^nqu'^b^'^ 

ture speafic important memories 

moments in my life, recollected in color, ftct-“"‘ 



‘Shut up,’ Tinker said, ‘you’re confusing me.’ As she 
^valked slowly, pausing before each painting, she made 
no judgments or comparisons, for she lacked the back- 
ground to do so. She simply allowed the paintings to 
happen to her, she plunged her eyes into each one, 
reveling in the lushness, the do^vnright unabashed 
gorgeousness of the colors that spilled dowm every inch 
of the canvas as well as over their wide wooden frames 
that were treated as an essential part of the pictures. 
The shapes Tom had created were mysteriously both 
familiar and unfamiliar. There ■was a singing vibrancy, 
an almost irresistible allure, an intense sensuous pull to 
each painting that made Tinker ache to touch them, 
to dip into them, to run her hands over their seductive, 
thickly painted surfaces, to find out if these marvelous, 
happy, dancing colors would come off on her. 

‘I could eat them,’ she murmured to herself. 

‘What?’ Tom asked from the doorway, where he 
seemed to be fastened to the floor. 

‘An inappropriate remark,’ Tinker replied. 

‘What did you say, damn it!’ 

‘I said I could eat them, damn it! Whatever happened 
to freedom of speech?’ 

Tom blushed ■with deep pleasure. 

‘I know that’s not the right thing — ’ Tinker began. 
‘It’s the perfect thing!’ He crossed the room behind 
her and lifted her mass of hair off the collar of her 
parka and kissed her lightly just where the short curls 
of her hairline lay on the tender skin of the nape of 
her neck. ‘The one perfect thing — there’s only one 
problem,’ he laughed, pulling briefly on one of the 
short curls. ‘How ^vill I paint the memory of this 
moment without actually painting you? 

‘What’s stopping you from painting me?’ Tinker 
asked, turning to face him. ‘Did I say I wouldn’t 
pose?’ 
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‘I don’t do portraits. I’ve never painted someone real, 
someone sitting right in front of me.’ 

‘Why not?’ she demanded, her hands on her hips, 

‘Painting a real person involves or at least implies, 
getting some sort of “likeness,” and that’s a word that s 
always bothered me,’ Tom said, standing his ground. It 
imposes a limit, with conventional boundaries, its 
something with thousands of years of history behind it, 
it’s one of the most ancient forms of art, it goes all the 
way back to drawing animals and hunters on the walls 
of caves and making fertility goddesses out of stone, ^ 

‘If getting a likeness isn’t fashionable because its 
been done forever, then isn’t that a good reason to do 
another, in your own style? I want you to put me on the 
wall of your cave,’ Tinker informed him, with the beat 
of teasing but real confrontation clear in her voice. But 
I don’t want you to wait to recollect me, either m 
tranquility or in hitting yourself on the head, like a total 
jerk, asking yourself why you let me get away when I 
right here inviting you to paint me. I don’t want to be 
a “significant moment” in your life, dredged up years 
from now, turned into a bunch of colors.’ 

‘Oh.’ 

‘ “Oh”? Is that all you have to say?’ she challenged 
him. TouVe plenty talkative when you’re telling me 
what you will or won’t do in your work, how about a 
few words like “yes, thank you” or “no, thank you” 
when I make you an offer I wouldn’t turn down if I were 
you.’ 

What a provoking bitch you’ve turned out to be! 
he said, unable to suppress a laugh. ‘You come in 
here announcing that you don’t know anything about 
art, you make a quick judgment about my pictures, and 
now you want me to change my style at your command.' 

‘So what? It’s a free country. Just what are you going 
to do about it?’ 
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‘What do you think?’ he asked, taking her by the 
shoulders of her parka and shaking her slowly, a few 
inches in each directipn. ‘Do I have a choice? Do I want 
a choice? I’m going to do exactly what you want me to 
do.’ He pulled Tinker into his arms, bent his head and 
kissed her full on the mouth, ‘That tvas the first thing 
you wanted me to do, ^vasn’t it?’ 

‘Right on,’ she quavered. 

‘And the second and the third — ’ He kissed her 
over and over again, kiss follotving kiss until they 
were trembling against each other, all but holding each 
other up in the center of the room. ‘What else,’ Tom 
muttered between kisses, ‘what else do you want me to 
do?’ 

Mutely Tinker shook her head, trying to send him a 
message with her eyes. 

‘It’s up to me now?’ he guessed. 

She nodded, closing her eyes and holding up her lips 
again. ‘I’m shy,’ she whispered. 

‘We’ll fall do\vn if I kiss you again,’ Tom said, picking 
Tinker up and carrying her over to the huge couch, 
where the space heaters had created a humming oasis 
of warm air. He put her gently on the couch, with her 
feet on the floor, and sat down beside her. Tinker’s eyes 
remained closed. ‘That parka . . .’ he said out loud, 
‘gotta lose the parka . . .’ With- a certain amount of 
pulling and tugging and lifting her arms, he managed 
to divest her of the bulky garment, deadweight though 
she made herself. She lay back encased in a sweater, ski 
pants and boots, every inch of her long, graceful shape 
covered in a tight prison of black wool, stretch fabric 
and leather. She looked as utterly relaxed as if she were 
unconscious. 

Tom took one of her calves in his hand, and released 
her heel from the boot with another, gradually easing 
it off her leg. He did the same to the second boot and 
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slipped off the stirrups that held her ski pants down, so 
that Tinker’s feet were free. 

T don’t think I can manage anything more,’ 
Tom told her unmoving form, and bent over her and 
rearranged her on the couch so that she was lying full 
length. Tom kicked off his shoes, lay down next to her 
and put Tinker on the curve of his arm, holding 
her comfortably and securely, lulling her into deeper 
relaxation with the warmth and stillness of his big body. 
Motionless, he listened to Tinker breathing, while 
he inhaled the delicate spicy smell of her hair. A 
change in the rhythm of her.breathing made him aware 
that from feigning sleep Tinker had actually fallen 
asleep. 

After a few minutes Tom snaked his arm slowly out 
from under her. He’d never felt more wide awake in 
his life and her weight, slight though it was, was 
numbing his arm. Moving silently, he switched off the 
bright, overhead lights, covered her with the parka, and 
carefully arranged one of his old sweater's over her feet 
like a lap rug. Then Tom pulled up a chair, lit all of a 
group of candles that sat on the floor in saucers, and 
obser%^ed the sleeping girl. 

Minutes passed as he looked at her in a way that 
hadn’t been possible while she was awake, and distract- 
ing him by the play of her eyes and the range of 
expressions that, passed over her features as she told 
him what her life had been like. The painter in Tom 
had a chance now to be as interested in Tinker as was 
the man. 

He observed how rare the color of her hair now 
looked as it rose, almost cracking with life, from the fair 
curve of her forehead, rare and valuable, now a pale 
coral red he’d only seen before inside certain seashells, 
a hidden red, delicate and changeable, a red bom of 
the candlelight. Her eyebrows and eyelashes had been 



drawn by a calligrapher of genius and the cim’cs of her 
fresh, full mouth were presumptuous and triumphant, 
even in sleep. There wus a fascinating economy to 
her profile. Each feature, from her rounded chin to her 
straight nose to the curve of her cheek, seemed to have 
been sculpted with precisely the necessary’ amount of 
bone and flesh, not a tentli of a millimeter too much 
or loo little. 

Tom fell into a reverie as the time passed. This time, 
this hour he was spending next to Tinker as she slept, 
w’as a moment he would paint one day, he knew that 
already. Paint over and over. Hidden in the furniture 
^^’as how he would re-create it, how he would find the" 
"’’ay to capture the surprising, unnameable surge of 
emotion he felt sitting by candlelight in this white 
studio, guarding this precious, majestic, sleeping girl, 
only half-revealed in the candlelighu Notv all he knew’ 
was that every moment, every’ detail, w’as important, 
from the hum of the heaters to the shadows her lashes 
made on Tinker’s cheeks, A likeness . . . no, his 
paintings W’ouldn’t be a likeness, they would be far 
more, at least to him. 

What Tinker looked like w’as only part of the spirit of 
roagic that had fallen over him. He wanted to give her 
something, wanted to more and more with each passing 
minute. He felt deeply connected to her in a way he 
couldn’t logically understand or put exactly into words. 
She had such suddenness to her, like a bottle of 
just-opened champagne, she imposed an answering 
suddenness in him. Perhaps it had been because he’d 
been able to imagine her so clearly as an exquisite little 
girl, leading a life of an aw’fulness she hadn’t under- 
stood and might never understand; Perhaps it had been 
the straightfonvard way she told him about hereelf, 
perhaps her impudent, artless personality and her 
ignorance of its charm, perhaps the almost childlike 
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wonder of her kisses, the scent of her hair, even the 
strong shape of her shoulders under his hands. 

Suddenly he stood up and soundlessly made his way 
to the cupboard where he kept his supplies of paint. 
He found a pad of white paper and a thick, soft pencil 
and brought them back to the chair. It was only a party 
trick, he thought, something he’d been able to do from 
an early age, a facile talent he’d never honored, but 
she’d wanted a likeness and that, at least, he would give 
her. He worked swiftly and surely, sketching Tinker’s 
head and as much of her shoulders as he could see 
before the bulk of the parka covered her. When he’d 
finished the sketch he looked at it and shook his head. 
Yes, it was exactly like Tinker, the essence of Tinker, it 
could not be a sketch of any other human on earth, yet 
how many other artists could do the same? Or better, 
perhaps, with a camera? But there was something he 
could add that a camera couldn’t, Tom realized, and 
he drew a large heart around the entire sketch. It was 
five or six weeks early, but why the hell not? ‘For my 
Valentine,’ he inscribed under the heart, and he was 
about to sign his name when he found that he wanted, 
desperately wanted, to add more words. ‘I love you,’ he 
wrote. 

‘I’ll be damned,’ he said out loud in sheer surprise. 
‘Where did that come from?’ Tom Strauss stood up and 
began to pace around his studio. In this familiar, 
beloved, safe space he felt as unanchored as a ship 
tossing on a heavy sea, a ship suddenly set adrift. ‘Where 
did that come from?’ he repeated to himself as he 
walked. Finally he stopped and stood clutching a win- 
dow frame, gazing out of the window at the chimney 
pots of Paris, half-visible in the light of the moon. His 
heart steadied. He meant it, wherever it came from, he 
realized. Wherever it led him, he’d follow. Too over- 
come by emotion to even think of sleep, yet so surprised 
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that he didn’t know what else to do, he went over to 
the couch where Tinker slept and lay down on the rug 
as close to the couch as possible, looking up through 
the grid of the skylight at the new horizon that had 
opened to him. 

‘WTiy are you smiling to yourself?’ Tinker asked. 

‘I - I didn’t hear you wake up.’ 

‘How long have I been asleep?’ 

‘I’m not sure, maybe an hour, maybe more,’ he said, 
sitting up on the floor. 

‘Thank you for covering me up,’ Tinker said, emerg- 
ing from the parka and stretching lazily. ‘It must have 
been jet lag.’ 

‘How do you feel?’ he asked anxiously. 

‘As if I’ve been asleep for days. Bom this instant, like 
a chick right out of the egg.’ 

‘You mean you don’t remember anything?’ 

‘Hmmm . . . no,’ she said in judicious wonder. ‘Dear 
. goodness, gracious ... I just remember looking 
at your pictures, and then, after that . . . it’s all a blank. 
Say, who took my boots off?’ 

‘The Tooth Faiiy,’ Tom said. He sat do^vn on the 
couch, scooped her into his arms and kissed her. ‘Does 
that bring back anything?’ 

‘I’m not sure . . . barely . . .just a little.’ She seemed 
doubtful. 

‘Do you like it?’ he asked and kissed her again, 
beginning to quiver. He should never have let her go 
to sleep, be thought, never have let her out of his arms, 
her emotions weren’t involved like his. And yet, if she 
hadn’t slept, would he have understood so quickly how 
he felt about her? 

‘Like it? Oh, yes,’ Tinker answered. ‘I like it fine.’ 
‘Are you still shy?’ 

‘Umiucri,’ Tinker growled in disbelief, ‘did I actually 
say that? 
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Don’t you remember anythin^' 

‘Well , . . maybe ... I can’t really say for sure.’ She 
gave him a small, infinitely provocative smile, signaling 
that she was prepared to toy with him until she wearied 
of the game. She was falling back on flirtation, reaching 
automatically for a technique that had worked in the 
past, Tom thought, but he wouldn’t let her. He believed 
in her shyness and he knew that only shock therapy 
could drive it away, 

‘I made something for you,’ Tom told Tinker, pulling 
away purposefully and reaching down for the sketch pad 
he d left on the rug, ‘It’s a likeness,’ he said,' giving it 
to her and holding up a candle so that she could see it 
clearly. 

Oh,’ said Tinker, in surprise. Then, she bent her 
head so that she could read his words in the candlelight. 
Oh, she said again, in a changed voice, a tiny flame 
of a voice, an incandescent voice. ‘Do you mean it, 
Tom?’ 

‘Yes, God help me.’ 

Tinker sat silently a moment, her head still bent, 
while he held his breath. Finally he put the candle 
and the sketch pad back on the rug and with his 
finger, lifted her chin and tilted her head toward him. 

His heart lurched when he saw the tears welling in her 
eyes. 

I know you’re shy, but help me out here,’ Tom said. 

Is this good news?’ 

Tinker nodded slightly and the trembling tears 
escaped her eyes and started down her cheeks 

‘Do you like me?’ he asked her. First she shook her 
head and then nodded vigorously. ‘You don’t like 
me, you like me a lot? he interpreted. She nodded even 
more fiercely. *¥00 might . . . possibly . . . love me?’ he 
asked so softly that if she didn’t w 4 t to answer she 
could pretend she hadn’t heard. Tinker forced herself 
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to look him in the eyes and inclined her head in a tiny, 
single inclination of her head, a mute but unmistakable 
avowal. Then, galvanized, she threw her arms around 
his neck with all her strength and pulled him down so 
that they lay sprawled in a tumble. She scrambled on 
top of him and kissed Tom vehemently all over his face 
and his neck. ‘Here and here and here,’ she said 
voraciously, made suddenly savage by the need to 
imprint every available inch of him wth her lips, until 
he started to laugh because she ^vas tickling his ears and 
her elbows were sticking into his chesL 
‘Hold off,’ he gasped, catching her hands in his. 
‘Where do we go from here? Please, Tinker, darling 
Tinker, talk to me. I know you can, when you’re in the 
mood, you’ve talked before.’ 

‘Where would you normally go?’ she asked. 

‘There’s nothing normal about this. I’ve just fallen in 
love for the first time in my life.’ 

‘Me too.’ 

*You finally said it,’ he cried in jubilation. 

‘No, I didn’t.’ 

‘You just this second said you were in love with me,’ 
Tom insisted. 

‘No I- didn’L You jumped to a conclusion. I, Tinker 
Grant, am in love with you, Tom Strauss. Now I’ve smd 
it. Ouff ... I feel better now.’ 

‘Say it againl’ 

‘Make me,’ she challenged him. 

‘Oh, you’re asking for it, you know that, don’t you?’ 
‘Is that a threat? Or a promise?’ she crooned. 

‘Oh, Tinker, you’re going to drive me mad, aren’t 
you?’ 

‘Time will tell,’ she answered, pulling off her sweater. 
‘Time will soon tell,’ she repeated, as she slithered out 
of her ski pants and lay smiling in all her supremely 
young and tender beauty on the white couch. 
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Holding his breath, Tom touched his fingertip to the 
one nipple and felt it rise immediately, 
ad, utterly mad, he thought to himself as he threw off 
IS clothes. She would make him mad and she would 

make him whole and she would be everything in the 
world to him. 
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‘Frankie is in a rage/ April confided to Maude 
Callender when they encountered each other at the 
lobby newsstand. ‘Just because Tinker didn’t sleep here 
last night she’s acting like it’s my fault — since when am 
I supposed to be in charge of bed check?’ 

‘When did you see Tinker last?’ Maude asked with 
interest. 

‘Last night at dinner. Then she took off alone with 
one of the guys and Jordan and I went to another club 
and danced for a few hours. Now Jordan’s gone off too 
and I’ve been left on my lonesome. Frankie’s dragging 
me to the Louvre after lunch, she says we haven’t been 
exposed to any French culture yet. Exposed! She sounds 
like my grandmother with Beethoven when I was twelve. 
She didn’t want to listen when I told her there must be 
more fun things to do in Paris than look at a lot of 
pictures. Franlde’s turned into a tyrant, and I’m her 
only target’ 

‘Come have lunch with me instead,’ Maude sug- 
gested. ‘I’ll show you the real Paris, or a small slice of 
it, anyway. I’ve lived here on and off for years and it s 
taken that long to scratch the surface of this city. You d 
be surprised how little time I’ve spent in the Louvre. 

‘Thanks, Maude, you’re the answer to a prayer. I’ll 
leave Frankie a message. Meet you down here in five 

minutes, okay?’ ot. ’j 

‘Perfect.’ And it "was perfect, Maude thought She d 
almost despaired of getting one of the girls alone 
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without their omnipresent minder, Miss Severino. The 
first rule of any interviewer’s working life is ‘get rid of 
the minder.’ It doesn’t matter if the minder is an official 
PR rep, a designated chaperone or an amateur friend, 
sister or mother, even a child. The presence of any third 
person changes the dynamics of an interview. The 
interviewer can’t ask questions as freely and the person 
being interviewed never responds as openly. The official 
interview atmosphere never progresses into a free- 
wheeling conversation. Both parties consciously or 
unconsciously censor themselves even if all the minder 
does is sit in a comer, eyes downcast, pretending to read 
a magazine. 

And it was ideal that April was the first model to 
escape Frankie’s supervision, Maude thought. She had 
picked April for the winner of the Lombardi contract 
from the start, she’d been rooting for her from the 
moment they’d all met at the airport. April simply 
outclassed either of the others. April had deep, 
class, she personified the kind of beauty that 'vas 
internationally recognized as the outer sign of breed- 
ing, quality and social standing. 

Maude Callender came from an old Rhode Island 


family, rich in civic background and philanthropic 
tradition as well as in worldly possessions. Her private 
income was more than enough for her to live on 
handsomely; her work gave her that necessary position 
on the ladder of fame that is essential for any single 
woman who intends to be part of the New York City 
social world. Maude had always quieUy maintained 
her belief m the nnportance of class, that politically 
incorrect concept she subversively upheld in today’s 
world. It would be an interesting^ challeLe 
thought, to find out more about April. The trirShnne 
structure was responsible for the regal look that , 
second nature, but it told her no more abom^ 


184 



inner life than what you could guess about Garbo from 
seeing her in the movies. 

She would give the girl a glimpse of the Left Bank, 
Maude decided. All any of the girls had seen so far 
had been a few places devoted to retail luxury, this 
overblown hotel and those clubs they went to. No, 
Frankie would have nothing to bitch about, try though 
she would, - 

In less than a half hour Maude and April were settled 
snugly in a tiny, cozy Russian restaurant. La Chaika, 
hidden on the Rue de I’Abbe de I’Epee, a tiny winding 
street deep in the Left Bank. Maude threw her dark 
green double-breasted coachman’s coat, with its rows of 
polished buttons, high collar and wide swinging skirt, 
over an empty chtur. She wore a suit of black broad- 
cloth, its tightly fitted jacket worn over a green brocade 
waistcoat which provided a rich background for the 
Stocked ruSles of her white cotton shirt with its high- 
tied ascot. Her short blond htur was brushed forward in 
shaggy bangs that reached all the tvay to her eyebrows, 
and she looked like a wise, witty and wealthy don at 
Oxford sometime in, the early nineteenth century. Only 
the way her gold \vatch chain stretched over her swelling 
breasts, and the eye makeup she used so cleverly, 
indicated that she ^vas a woman and a most appealing 
woman at that. April sat tall and grave in her pale pink 
cashmere s%veater, her single string of pearls her only 
ornament, her hair slipping straight forward over her 
breasts like twin scarves of gold silk. Exquisitely proper 
and perfectly groomed, she looked as if she were 
bursting with a grievance. 

‘What’s going on?’ Maude asked mildly. 

‘It’s so unfair!’ April exploded. ‘I didn!t say before 
where Jordan was but she’s with Necker, can you believe 
it? He called her this morning and invited her to visit 
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Versailles. Only her! Just because she knows something 
about French furniture she gets a beautiful opportunity 
to work her way into Necker’s good graces . . . thats 
favoritism if I ever saw it.’ Her powerful anger was only 
slightly mingled with relief at being able to speak her 
mind. 

‘That shouldn’t affect your chances unless this whole 
contract contest is a charade, and I don’t see how it 
could be considering the trouble they’ve gone to an 
money they’re spending,’ Maude assured her. 

‘How can you possibly say that? Necker mvns e 
House of Lombardi. All he has to do is give Jordan 
thumbs up.’ 

‘That won’t happen because you’re the best for e 
job, April,’ Maude said calmly and with utter sincenty 
‘You’re absolutely and clearly outstanding. I’ve to 
Mike that I’m concentrating heavily on you in my artic e 

— you’re going to be the star of my piece - and I warne 
him that he’d better have great single shots of you to 
go with the article. That’s one of the points of having 
my job. I get to shape the material from my persona 
point of view - it’s not true that a picture is worth a 
thousand words, you know, not when the writer is 
calling the tune.’ 

‘The best! Oh, Maude, thank you! I only wish I 
thought you were right.’ 

How naively American April’s voice was, Maude 
thought, so uninflected, so little-girl, high and sweet, 
almost like the voice of a choir boy. 

‘I know I’m right,’ she told April. ‘I ivas there 
yesterday and I watched the way you showed that 
sweater, remember? Jordan didn’t have half your zip, 
her walk wasn’t sexy at all, and poor Tinker was a 
hopeless nonstarter. It s lucky I bumped into you today 

- you can fill me in on your background while we’re 
here. Is this food all right for you?’ 
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‘Oh, it’s great, it’s so . . . bohemian? I didn’t know 
they had Russian places in Paris. I’ve never had two 
kinds of herring in dill before. I’m trying to save room 
for the chicken pie I ordered.’ 

‘I’ll be sure to make a point of your hearty appetite,’ 
Maude said, laughing at the wholehearted ^vay April ate. 
She’d been right about the Chaika, it Avas like a little 
nest, wth its feminine, comforting atmosphere. She’d 
always found it a good place to talk, wthout hovering 
waiters. 

‘I’m lucky about calories, I can eat just about any- 
thing, but the food I grew up on was so basically boring 
that this is an adventure.’ 

‘Tell me a litde bit about the Nyquist family, April. 
What does your father do?’ 

‘My dad? He’s a sweetie, a banker, but his work is 
basically boring too. My mother is the perennial golf 
champion of the local country club and she’s involved 
with Planned Parenthood and some local charities. Of 
course we all sld and sail and play tennis . . . the usual, 
you know. They’re great parents,’ April said, dismissing 
them. 

‘Brothers and sisters?’ 

‘One of each, both terrific. Yawn, right? I wsh I 
could be more exotic but we’re a typical upper-middle- 
class family according to my sociology textbook. It may 
be an endangered species but that doesn’t mean it’s 
thrilling. It certainly won’t give you anything to write 
about’ 

Yet your parents let you go to New York to model. 
Isn’t that unusual?’ 

‘Ha! They couldn’t even try to stop me. Naturally they 
would have preferred that I go to college but I’ve been 
modeling locally for years, earning pretty good money. 
They had to accept the feet that once I was eighteen I’d 
try for the big time.’ 
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Maude was fascinated at the way April’s face changed 
when she imagined her parents’ opposition. There ^vas 
passion there, and contained power and a ferocity 
that turned the rather aloof impassivity she normally 
projected into the raw material of high drama. 

Were you always the most beautiful girl in school?’ 
Maude asked, suddenly blunt. 

‘Well . . .’ 

April, this isn’t a test of your modesty. I’m interested 
m the forces that formed you.’ 

I guess I always knew I was . . . oh, Lord; I hate to 
say beautiful but I want to make something of myself 
and ^ I can t not know about my looks. I’m terribly 
ambitious, Maude, even if I try hard not to give that 

impression. I want to get somewherel I want to be 
somebodyV 

exactly how you feel.’ 

at kills me is that I don’t get as much work as lots 

K ^ aren’t as good-looking as I am,’ April 

roo e . Not by olyective standards anyway. It’s a 

chameleon like Tinker who 

wants by lifting an eyebrow. At 

mv nr Ki ^ ^ J*^®rine and Frankie have analyzed as 

loo^h^ t you do if you don’t fit into any 

look but your own? 

as ^cha1l/n^ shouldn t look at it in a negative way, but 

m LneJrr; ^ you haven’t tried 

dom^mTkZ w other direc- 

tions - makeup and clothes can do fust about anvthine 
you want them to, after all Yo» ^ anymmg 

type or booe structure, Aprif ’'T I, 

^ ® ™ •’'^pnning to wonder if Lorine 

Mode! Management is really the right agency for you 

not that I know that much about the bushiess But 
maybe, just maybe they haven't tried hard enough, 
maybe they ve setded for your strong primary lo^ok 
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\vithout developing all your other possibilities. Did you 
ever think of that?’ 

‘But they’ve been so wonderful to me!’ April pro- 
tested, shocked. ‘I was thrilled when Justine signed me.’ 

‘Wonderful isn’t always the best thing for a career. 
Still, I could be wrong,’ Maude said, shrugging. ‘Tell 
me, why do you think that Gabrielle d’Angelle picked 
you for the contest if you have such a small range?’ 

‘On, no question about it, my rumvay walk, my secret 
weapon. There’s a nice little contrast going 'with the 
boringly pure ^vay I look and the way I swing my hips 
• • . I’m lucky I can pull that off.’ 

‘April, yesterday, when you hid your hair, what made 
you decide to do that?’ 

I felt I had to try something a little different. 
Sometimes I just can’t stand being so conventional- 
looking. Usually I use my Nordic blond thing to the 
max, since it’s my strong point, but every once in a 
wl^e the devil gets into me. You know a model called 
Knsten McMenamy? No? Well she’s this powerful, 
weird-looking girl with strong features, almost like a 
great-looking guy. She wasn’t getting anywhere until she 
shaved her eyebrows off completely and started wearing 
bizarre white makeup and changed her attitude to a 
tough “fuck-you and the horse you rode in on” look — 
she became an overnight sensation. Nobody’s ever seen 
her smile. Now she’s a supermodel — she’s invented a 
whole new kind of beauty — and everybody fights oyer 
her for run-way. Big deal, she’s androgynous! Not only 
that, she’s rharried and has a kid. How am I going to 
compete with that?’ 

‘Why would you want to look so strange?’ Maude 
asked, fascinated 'with April’s knowing self-analysis 
that must be based on years and years of looking at 
magazines and comparing herself to the girls in the 
feishion photos. 


189 



'Because I’m cursed with an expected look, the ail- 
American-girl sort of Ralph Lauren look, which is fine 
if PoJo is all you want out of life. It’s hideously boring! 
I look cold, I look like an ice maiden, and, what’s worse 
than cold, Maude, I’m uncool. Do you know what that 
means? Today it’s like the kiss of death. 1 haven’t got a 
speck of funki Kate Moss in those Obsession ads? Now 
that’s fiink. She gets out of bed naked,- undoubtedly 
with a vile hangover and bad breath, she yawns, ugh!, 
her boyfriend shoots a candid and she becomes an 


immediate funk princess. Worse, she cleans up beauti- 
fully so she can do great runway stuff, glamour cover 
shots and the Calvin Klein all-American girl thing too. 
She damn near convinces you that she’s an American 
blue blood instead of a too^hort English girl wth 
dishwater-brown hair.’ The bitter envy in April’s voice 
rang out clearly. 

April, it’s not just about funk or unconventionality, 
Maude protested. ‘That’s your obsession, kiddo. You 
analyze your looks like an outsider and yet you end up 
underrating their value, in the insecure way only a 
professional beauty can. I’ve never known one who 
wasn’t down on herself, who wouldn’t pick out her 
only flaw and magnifylL You’ve gotten into the habit 
of seeing yourself in tenns of the competition, in- 
stead of giving yourself the credit for being migue. 

^ rare and special type, and you will be for the 
tn Ml your life. You’Ve got true classic beauty 

k Kristen McMenamy 

forgotten, when ^te Moss isn’t hot any longer, 
yonje an Amencan Catherine Deneuve, for he 

‘I’m not even sure who she is.’ April said, brightening 
at Maude s assessment. It wasn’t as if Maude hadn^t 
been around. 

‘She’s the greatest film star in France and has been 



practically forever, the whole country worships her, 
she’s Yves Saint-Laurent’s friend and years ago she used 
to be what they call his “muse,” his inspiration - you 
must know what she looks like.’ 

‘Oh, of course I know,’ April said. ‘I missed Indochine, 
but I saw the ads . . . please, let’s not talk about my 
looks anymore, Maude, I’ve gone on too much about 
them.’ 

‘Done.’ Maude looked around the restaurant. April 
was ob\iously completely unaware of the other 
customers who had been darling fascinated looks at her 
since she sat down. The girl was so used to homage, 
Maude thought, that it had long ago become invisible, 
as normal a climate as air. 

Tell me about boyfriends,’ she said, as the fastest 
possible change of subject. 

"^at’s my second least favorite thing to talk about,’ 
April made an apologetic grimace, ‘But I knew you’d 
have to ask.’ ^ ^ ^ 

How so? Men must be falling all over you.’ 

April smiled her wide, unexpectedly off-center smile. 
Maude was so. much more fun than she’d ever expected 
her to be. There was nothing intimidating about her 
when she was one-on-one, and the knowledge that she 
was going to be the focus of the Zing article was such a 
totally unexpected and thrilling piece of news that April 
had to prevent herself from thinking about it until she 
was alone. 

Right now she was having too much fun talking 
grown-up girlfriend talk the way she couldn’t with 
Jordan or Tinker because she didn’t want them to know 
much about her. The three of them had been thrown 
together in an artificial way, and they had all realized 
it was good to keep up the impression of buddy-buddy 
giggling girlfriends, but down deep she couldn’t trust 
them and they couldn’t trust her because they each 
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wanted the Lombardi contract and only one of them 
would win it. 

If I say something’s “off the record” will you keep 
it that way,’ April asked warily, ‘or is that just an 
expression you hear in movies that isn’t true in real 
life?’ 

‘Anything off the record remains absolutely secret, 

strictly between us,’ Maude told April honestly. She 

hadn’t reached her position in magazine journalism by 

trashing or betraying her subjects. People would talk 

to her who refused to be interviewed by those writers 

who trafficked in the rape-and-pillage articles so many 

publications had demanded for years. 

Reinember the other day when you were asking if we 

were virgins and Frankie butted in and stopped us? Well 

• . . I would never have admitted this in front of the 

others anyway, because they’d have laughed. I look 

uncool enough as it is, so at least I want them to think 

ave a sex life. But - oh, you might as well know since 

ve to you this much, and it’s off the record. I don’t. 

Ar a sex life at the moment?’ 

Maude asked carefully. 

in the business. 

more tLn%lenty'ofd*enoug^*t^’ twenty, 

it’s something I don’t undeii ^ 

enough as people but I don’t ^ men well 

you know, physically. Maybe I’ve 

but if I give one of them as much as j, S^' 

kiss, and there’s no tvay to get out good-night 

over me! It’s disgusting. I listen to 

you’d think that boys . . . men, wbaL 
/ whatever you vvant to 
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call them, are the most thrilling, desirable creatures in 
the world. I don’t get it! I’.ve never gotten it!’ 

‘Have you ever given one of them a real chance?’ 

‘A couple,’ April admitted, shaking her head at the 
memories. ‘I forced myselfi I let them - oh, you might 
as well knoWj I almost let them make love to me but I 
couldn’t go through with iL They promised to use 
condoms as if the only possible reason I wouldn’t want 
to was fear of getting pregnant or HIV - 1 couldn’t tell 
them that the reason I made them stop midway tvas I 
couldn’t stand the thought of the whole . . . messy . . . 
thing. Oh, if only I hadn’t even tried! They were so 
horrible about it aftenvard. I guess I can’t blame them. 
Cock tease was the least they called me but, damn it, I 
hadn’t planned to be a cock tease, I just thought I had 
to give it a chance and maybe I’d get turned on, like 
everybody else, but I didn’t zind I couldn’L’ 

‘So you’ve never . . .’ 

‘No. And I don’t want to! I don’t care if that’s not 
normal, that’s the ■way I am. Of course people expect 
that one day I’ll get married just like everybody else. 
My mother’s probably got the wedding planned already, 
but I can’t see it ever happening. Thank God I’m still 
young and they haven’t put any pressure on. But you’ve 
never married, have you, Maude? How did you manage 
that?’ 

‘I let nature take its course. K you \vait them out, 
people eventually accept you as an unmarried woman 
and deal \vith it. Of course it’s easier if you’re not a 
raving beauty.’ 

‘Now you’re the one who’s being fake modest,’ April 
teased, suddenly very much at ease, now that she’d told 
her secret and Maude hadn’t seemed surprised or 
shocked. “You have such a great look! It’s different, it’s 
stunning, it’s terrifically becoming and it’s all your otvn. 
I Avish I had the guts to dress like you.’ 


193 



‘You never know. You might surprise yourself.’ 

Yes, thought Maude, you might surprise both of us, 
She’d set out to leam more about April and she’d 
succeeded brilliandy, she congratulated herself, while 
she tried, and failed, to beat to the back of her brain 
the intoxicating knowledge that every one of the women 
she d loved deeply had been a minor approximation of 
April’s type. Not one of them had been the true, pure 
thing. Not one of them had been April. 
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12 


Jacques Necker and Jordan Dancer strolled through the 
gardens of the Petit Trianon, from which the Chateau 
de Versailles was invisible. The winter sun was high in 
a cloudless pale sky, and it w'as warm enough for Jordan 
to throw back the hood of her long red coat. 

‘This is my favorite place of all,’ Necker said, ‘because 
It’s so lacking in pomp. That lovely little pavilion over 
there, the Belvedere, is where Marie Antoinette was 
sitting when a pageboy came running to warn her that 
the Parisians were marching on the palace. It w’as the 
last happy moment of her life. She never saw these 
gardens again. Today it seems impossible that it hap- 
pened over two hundred years ago.’ 

Jordan stopped on the path and listened to the 
sounds of birds in the bare trees. In the distance 
gardeners worked quietly, preparing the ground for 
spring planting. ‘It’s so quiet,’ she answered, ‘it’s almost 
unearthly, especially after Paris ... I feel as if I’ve 
stepped into Marie Antoinette’s world. It makes me 
shiver - 1 guess it’s because we know how it ended. But 
tell me,’ she asked, puzzled, ‘why didn’t we visit the 
Chateau de Versailles itseli? I thought that’s where we 
were headed when you phoned this morning.’ 

Jordan’s puzzlement went much further than that 
particular question, she thought as she asked iL She 
could hardly tell this all-powerful businessman that after 
she’d received his invitation to Versailles she’d spent an 
anxious hour wondering about it, or indeed that she 
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was still of two minds about the wisdom of having 
accepted. She’d been trying to make a major impression 
on Jacques Necker from the beginning but all she’d 
wanted was to stand out and win the contract. He was 
enormously attractive, no question about that, but the 
last thing she wanted to do was get involved with him. 
Nothing would be more unbusinesslike. If, God forbid, 
this outing was going to lead up to his making a pass 
at her, it would be deeply embarrassing to them both. 
Yet how could she have refused his invitation? 

To me the gardens are the essence of Versailles, 
Necker said. ‘The chateau itself is monumentally sad 
and empty. There’s no life there, in spite of the 
grandeur. After the Revolution the furnishings were 
confiscated and sent far and wide, the tapestries and 
lectures ended up in a museum, and whatever little is 
ere now is an attempt at restoration. If there are 
g osts, and I firmly believe there are,’ Necker said 
s y, they re here, in the gardens, not in those vast, 
eclming staircases and corridors.’ 

® ghost hunting,’ Jordan asked, ‘or are you a 
royalist? Would you like to see the monarchy 
^ you one of the people who support the 
mamVdTKui^^ throne of France, with all those happily 
family look 

Necker arcane information?’ 

miKrsS ‘"r 

sunlight in the sky of the ’’f 

trapped in a frame around'h^r'*^™”''^ seemed to be 
Against the intricate bacWounT"? '1“' 

Jordan looked as if she could ,mttffi°5ht"' 
in one place and twirling. ^ standing 

‘Mostly from ’ she ansvrered r- , 

zine where they cover the European rotf nf 

i '-an royalty beat very 
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seriously. It’s fun to look at the pictures and decide that 
the Queen of England should have her hairdresser shot 
at dawn or that the new queen of Belgium should bum 
her entire tvardrobe. But I don’t just criticize, I’m also 
a groupie - my pet is Lady Sarah Armstrongjones, 
Princess Margaret’s daughter, who wore floppy pants to 
a royal wedding and stole the show. Ah, me, it’s all 
fairy:tale time.’ 

Do you have a taste for fairy tales?’ Necker asked as 
he thought that this expedition tvas almost as painful 
^ it was pleasurable. He should have been here with 
Justine, watching her -walking in this well-loved place, 
e should be asking Justine these questions, he should 
e getting to know his daughter instead of this nice 
young creature whose background was as strange to him 
^ his must be to her. Still, a daughter substitute was 
etter than nothing at all in his present state of misery, 

she ^vas the only one of the girls who had any 
interest in French history. 

Beats reality, nine times out of ten.’ 

Let s sit do-wn on that bench for a minute,’ Necker 
sugpsted. ‘Are you going to be warm enough? It’s fairly 
sheltered here.’ 8 / 

Even if I weren’t, I’m ready to sit,’ Jordan answered, 

S ad to stop tvalking. Necker didn’t realize what a brisk 
pace he set ‘I bet the ladies of the court got all the 
exercise they needed just jogging from one place 
to another . . . how did they ever have the strength to 
chairge their clothes five or six times a day, to say 
nothing of dancing and flirting and playing cards and 
social climbing?’ 

Probably because they were so competitive -with each 
other they didn’t dare slow down.’ 

‘Sounds a little like my work,’ Jordan laughed. 
'Except for the flirting and the cards and the social 
climbing.’ 
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Tell me something about Justine Loring,’ Necker 
ed, abruptly, unable to hold back another instant. 
Is she a good person to work for?’ 

I think she’s the absolute best,’ Jordan replied. ‘It’s 
really a shame she got sick and didn’t come, 1 know 
you’d have liked her. Still , we’re in good hands with 
Frankie.’ ^ 
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Why do you say she’s the best?’ he persisted, 
makes her that?’ 

I trust her totally, she never gets flustered, clients 
can t iritimidate her and she doesn’t play favorites. She’s 
a strong, committed advocate for her girls.’ 

Do you think she’s a happy woman, Jordan? Do you 
get the feeling that she’s fulfilled in her life, or that 
be^^^?^’ missing for her? I mean as a human 

af ^ possibly answer that,’ Jordan said, surprised 

, ^ tenor of his questions. ‘Justine doesn’t let us in 
emotions. Monsieur Necker, she’s not into her 
cu drama, she’s essentially a reserved woman, 

doesn’t mterested in each one of us but she 

‘Whv reason to gossip about her.’ 

‘What’s ct! ,trust her?’ he asked sharply 

that Way?’ ^ done in particular to make you fee 

some don’t *^mg, some people inspire it and 

character. Tuc,;lf I’m an infallible judge of 

osiness, but th^^’ ^ ^cst reputations in tlie 

^ you about her 

you ^hout fu^^ friend, so if you want to 

^ fke !o 

do business with as r t i 

faint question ‘^old about the people I 

ways.’ m her voice, ‘if responding to the 

c helpful in many 
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‘Well there is one other thing that means a hell of a 
lot to me - Justine tvill suggest that clients see me even 
when they haven’t specific^Iy requested “a woman of 
color” - that’s the preferred expression they use these 
days. Most other agencies will tell you that the clients 
have to ask for you in so many words before they’ll send 
you anywhere, but Justine is trying to get me every break 
she can.’ 

‘A “woman of color”? - 1 hadn’t heard anything after 
“African-American.” I thought that was the final official 
word on the subject,’ 

‘I’ll bet there’s never going to be a final agreement 
on that. People are going to be struggling forever how 
to say it without giving ofiense to one person or 
another.’ 

‘Forgive me,’ Necker said hastily, ‘I didn’t mean to 
pry. It’s just that for a Stviss, well, of course we have the 
Italian and the German and the French Swiss, but — ’ 
‘But you’re all white. Lucky litde Switzerland.’ 

‘I’m sorry. I’ve offended you.’ 

‘No way!’ Jordan protested, smiling at his typical 
reaction. ‘It happens to be one subject I have plenty to 
say about and I’ve almost never found a white person 
who feels comfortable talking about it wth me.’ 

‘I’m comfortable, and I’m interested.’ 

Jordan scrutinized Necker and found a frank and 
direct curiosity in his eyes, the kind of curiosity most 
people who felt it would politely hide. She realized that 
she now felt secure Avith him. Nothing he’d said in- 
dicated a sexual interest in her. His air of command 
didn’t (hsconcert her, nor his habit of asking questions 
and expecting answers. She respected this man and 
trusted him enough now to be open and take him at 
his word. 

‘Now take “Black” for instance,’ Jordan said, 
*- sometimes used without a capital B - lots of people. 
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like me, continue to insist that they’re black Americans, 
not African-Americans, because they’re so culturally 
distant from Africa, their ancestors have lived so many 
generations in the United States, way longer than 
most other Americans, that they can’t feel emotionally 
African. On the other hand. I’m not black enough for a 
lot of my fellow black Americans.’ 

‘Now I’m totally confused.’ 

‘No more than I am. The other day I was reading 
an English magazine targeted at black women and it 
said that, and I quote, there were about “thirty-three 
different shades of black skin, from the palest ivory to 
the blue-black.’’ The mind reels! Who was appointed 
to count those thirty-three different shades and how on 
earth did they do it? Then, in the same magazine, they 
have a story about Roshumba, who’s a top black model 
and they call her a “Real Sister’’ because she sports a 
very short Afro and because she has a fairly negative 
attitude about some of the black models who’ve told 
her that they’d agree to have long straight hair or a 
nose job to get on the cover of Vogue. As if a white model 
wouldn’t be willing to do the same thing without feeling 
disloyal to the Scotch or the Italian in her. Probably 
without meaning to, I think Roshumba — which means 
beautiful’ in Swahili, no less — has set herself up as a 
high priestess of -being righteously black. She hasn’t had 
to compromise personally, she’s gorgeous just as she is 
with three Sports Illustrated swimsuit issues to prove it. 
So now, as if it isn t tough enough, I have to contend 
with being considered less-than-righteously black - not 
a “real” sister!’ 

‘Can t you be — oh, maple syrup or apple cider or 
very foamy cappuccino or tea with milk or a dry sherry 
or — ’ 

‘I take it that’s Swiss humor. Monsieur Necker? At 
least you didn’t say milk chocolate. ’ Jordan shook her 


head at him \vith a dance of mischief in her eyes. ‘Now 
you’ve got me doing it — a fine single-malt Scotch wth 
lots of cream in it comes pretty close, wouldn’t you say, 
although a single-malt-Scotch drinker would never put 
even an ice cube in the stuff.’ 

‘I meant that question,’ Necker protested. ‘Don’t 
evade it’ 

‘The zinswer is that it’s a ^vaste of time to worry about 
your particular slot on the color chart, because you can’t 
do anything about it However, even if I try not to worry. 
I’m totally conscious of it You’d think that just being 
black ivas enough to have on your plate, but no, the 
shade of your skin does matter enormously.’ Jordan 
tvas trying to be as precise as she would be with her 
father, since she knew that nothing less would satisfy 
Necker. 

‘Why is that? Is lighter always considered better?’ 

‘It’s not just that simple,’ Jordan continued, picking 
her words carefully, ‘although of course it’s never for- 
gotten and generally speaking, lighter is considered 
more desirable, particularly in a woman. But, Monsieur 
Necker, it’s not just the reaction of white people, but 
the way other black people feel that matters. Blacks as 
well as whites are in the business of making these 
distinctions. I know damn well that when a black woman 
looks at me she wonders who my parents’ mothers and 
their grandmothers and their great-grandmothers slept 
vdth, to end up with a descendant with my particular 
assortment of what are considered nonblack features. 
The base line is that how I look indicates how much 
white blood I have. It’s altvays about race, Monsieur 
Necker. When' another black person really scrutinizes 
me 1 know all my ancestors are being judged. And it’s 
not as if I didn’t ask m>self the same questions. Who 
were those white ancestors? Did^they love my black 
ancestors or only use them? I must have an immensely 
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complicated family tree I’ll never know anything about 
. . . it’s sad and frustrating and infuriating.’ 

‘I had no idea . . 

‘Most people don’t,’ Jordan said. ‘I didn’t know I was 
going to make such a speech.’ 

‘Now tell me something about your parents,’ Necker 
asked, ‘tell me about how you grew up.’ 

‘My father’s a career military man. Colonel Henry 
Dancer. He was a brilliant West Point graduate who 
realized that he’d found a home in the Army, so long 
as he followed all the rules. He’s tough, authoritarian 
and totally career-minded. He insisted that I graduate 
from college before he’d allow me to work — that s why 
I’m twenty-two — and then he checked Loring Model 
Management out thoroughly and grilled Justine for two 
hours before he’d let- me sign with them. He doesn t 
like my being a model. I was brought up to be decorative 
and educated and a credit to the family. My mother s 
main passion is her own ambition for him; she sees him 
as a future general and she’s probably right. Today she s 
the colonel’s lady and one day she’ll be the general s 
lady - she’d like me to have the same structured, safe 
life of a military wife - I get the creeps at the thought. 

‘What would be so terrible about it?’ 

‘Ah, you Swiss! I want options, not an insurance 
policy. I’ve lived on eight different Army posts and I 
know the drill, I know how to charm the wife of the 
commandant of any post and I don’t want to ever have 
to do that again!’ 

‘You find it demeaning?’ 

‘More boring than demeaning. It’s all about authority 
and pleasing people who have it If I iverc to marry the 
kind of promising black officer any parents would 
approve of, all my friends would be the wives of other 
officers of his rank. We’d move up the ladder together 
for die rest of our lives, trading dinner parties and 
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recipes, unless one of the husbands Avas promoted above 
the others, or left behind, and then that tvife would 
have to make all new friends. Can you imagine that?’ 

‘It sounds incredibly constricting. Even for a Swss.’ 
Necker laughed at her seriousness. 

‘Being black is more than constricting enough. My 
, roommate at college tvas a terrific girl named Sharon 
Cohen. We used to talk for hours about being Jewish 
and being black. She said that just once she’d like to 
see what it tvas like to be introduced as Jordan Dancer, 
to see how people would relate to her if they didn’t 
know, the minute they heard her name, that she was 
Jewish. I told Sharon I’d like to live inside her skin 
for a week and find out what it tvas like not to be put 
mto a definite category the split second I walked into 
a room, long before I tvas introduced! That was one 
argument Sharon didn’t win!’ 

“What kind of social life do you have?’ Necker probed 
soberly. 

‘In college I only dated black guys, frankly it made 
life easier. I didn’t have to be on guard all the time in 
a dorm atmosphere where everyone knew everyone’s 
business. Now that I’m out of school I can date pretty 
much whoever I wnt to. That’s not the problem. The 
real question is what will I do when I get older, when 
niy modeling career, whatever it turns out to be, is over? 
I have to plan for that now,' Jordan said fiercely, ‘not 
in six or seven years from now.’ 

‘Isn’t that true for every model, black or white?’ 

‘Sure it is, but most of them assume that something 
good will turn up. White girls have the luxury of easy 
expectations, they’ve had that all of their lives. But I 
don t dare to think that way. To get anywhere in this 
business I have to be so much better than a white girl 
because there are hundreds of places for them and only, 
a few for me. I have to be special beyond special to be^n 
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to qualify, and I have to accept that fact and absolutely 
not let it eat at me because no one wants a black model 
who makes them feel self-conscious about the whole 
race thing. I have to seem to not know Fm black, so they 
can relax about it and feel comfortable with me.’ 

‘That must be incredibly complicated.’ 

‘It is,’ Jordan said ruefully, ‘trust me on that.’ 

‘Have you made plans for your future?’ 

‘Not seriously, although I know I should. Do I try to 
lay the foundations for a business of my own? As an 
example, take Iman, Monsieur Necker. She worked for 
twenty years and now she’s starting a cosmetic business. 
She’s a legend, she’s married to David Bowie, at thirty- 
nine she still gets forty thousand dollars to do a single 
runway show and if Iman’s on the runway you might as 
well forget about the other girls. Now there’s a black 
woman who has it all, but she’s unique, one in a billion, 
a goddess from Nairobi. Do I dare to hope to start my 
own business too or do I take the easier road and look 
for a husband? Do I turn seriously stupid and marry 
a rock star or an actor or a sports hero and discover 
that the marriage doesn’t last because those marriages 
usually don’t? Or do I marry a black millionaire, marry 
for money and position in the black, upper class?’ 

‘Have you ruled out the idea that you might simply 
meet someone average, some nice g^y who isn’t a 
celebrity or a millionaire and marry him and lead an 
ordinary life?’ Necker asked, his eyes twinkling at the 
serious way Jordan had assessed her marital possibilities. 

‘Sure, that could happen,’ Jordan said gravely, ‘but I 
don’t think I’d be satisfied with it for long. You don’t 
really get it, do you? You still don’t realize how incredibly 
lucky I’ve been, how rare a bird I am to have been given 
a huge package of advantages - family, education, looks 
— every last one of the things most black girls can’t even 
dream of! I’ve been specially blessed and I admit it’s 



spoiled me, it’s opened my eyes to possibilities beyond 
an average life. Everyone I know has expectations that 
I’ll make something of myself, become more than a 
housewfe and mother. And so do I! Do you think I can 
drift along heedlessly, hooking up with the first v'aguely 
suitable man who comes along, or even worse, maybe 
falling in love rvith a white guy and creating nothing 
but problems, for him and for me?’ 

’Why are you so sure of that?’ 

‘Because everyone’s a racist somewhere inside,’ she 
anstvered in a matter-of-fact voice. 

‘Jordan, do you truly believe what you’ve just said?’ 
‘Damn right I do. I’m a racist too, damn id I have 
hateful feelings about rednecks and Puerto Rican gangs 
and black gangs and the kind of white groupies who 
get hysterically excited around black jocks, so if I have 
these feelings, how many times worse would it be if I 
married into some white family and became my mother- 
in-law’s worst nightmare?’ 

‘Could you be exaggerating? Wouldn’t people simply 
have to see past the color of your skin after diey got to 
know you?’ 

‘ “After” . . . maybe. I’d like to think so — I know 
Sharon did, and lots of my other friends at college, and 
some of the girls I work with, but we aren’t marrying'' 
each other’s brothers.’ 

‘Wouldn’t your looks, Jordan, help to get you over 
the hump of the racial thing?’ 

‘Ha! You’ve got to be kidding! I didn’t think even a 
Srviss could rask a question like that. I’d never expect 
looks to count for a second. You don’t understand how 
sensitive the whole thing is without adding interracial 
marriage to the pot. Just in daily life in New York there 
are plenty of other beautiful black girls around. I 
instantly recognizable, not yet. I’m no Naomi 
or Tyra Banks or Veronica Webb - no, make tn 


Naomi, she’s the only black model everybody, more or 
less, knows by sight - so I’m very careful about things 
you’d never think about. I don’t like surprises.’ 

‘What exactly do you mean?’ Necker frowned in 
incomprehension. 

‘At college, for instance, I didn’t join a sorority . . . 
I didn’t want to be one of the few token blacks in a 
white sorority or limit myself to a black sorority, so I 
concentrated on the things I could do well without 
joining one group or another.’ 

‘Do you think you might be oversensitive?’ 

‘Probably,’ Jordan shrugged, ‘but it simplifies things. 
For instance, in New York I only go to places where they 
know me or where I have the right introduction. For 
example I’d never go to a strange hairdresser wthout 
someone who knows the owner or operators there. I’d 
never go shopping in a good store without a white 
girlfriend. If I’m taken to a fine restaurant by a 
white friend it’s okay, but I wouldn’t let a black guy 
make a reservation and show up with me unless he knew 
the headwaiter and had been there before. You look 
stunned. Monsieur Necker.’ 

‘I am.’ 

‘It isn’t your problem. But it does me good to talk 
about it, especially to someone who listens as hard as 
you do. I’ve answered a lot of questions this morning, 
I’ve told you a lot of things I never dreamed I could 
discuss with you, because you were so interested. What 
I still don’t understand is why7 Why do you care? I’m 
one of the three models in competition for a contract 
with your company, is that the reason?’ 

‘No it isn’t.’ 

‘I didn’t think so somehow . . . well . . . what is the 
reason?’ 

‘I was just thinking ... if I had a daughter ... if 
she had an entire life I didn’t know anything about 



. . , I’d \s'ant to know everything about her, what her 
problems were, what she hoped for, what her deepest 
thoughts were about . . . it’s genuine curiosity, not idle 
curiosity.’ 

‘But you don’t have a daughter?’ 

‘My wfe and I never had children . . 

‘I’m sorry,’ Jordan said. 

‘So am I. Deeply. I’m not like your fatlier who’s more 
interested in boys than in girls. If I’d had my choice of 
just one child I know I’d have Asanted a daughter above 
all, a daughter I could have made sure was . . . happy 
and safe.’ 

‘Well, if you did have one, she’d tell you she ^vas 
hungry,’ Jordan laughed, puzzled by the look of loss in 
his eyes. 

‘So am I,’ he said, getting up suddenly. ‘Let’s go back 
to the car. There’s an excellent place to eat in the town 
of Versailles. And I know the orvner.’ 

‘Hey, in France I feel right at home. Maybe I’m a 
reincarnation of Josephine Baker.’ 

‘I rather doubt it. You’re not nearly black enough,’ 
Jacques Necker said vdth a grin. 

‘Details, details.’ 
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I’d already had breakfast when this fax was delivered to 
my room. 


Assume you know that all New York is paralyzed by 
storm. Tried to phone several times but you were 
always out having fun. Lucky lucky you enjoying 
yourself like mad in gay Paree while I freeze. Don t 
try to call me, I’m staying with friends because of 
unspeakable furnace problems at home. Office closed 
for duration, photo shoots canceled, flights canceled, 
people staying home until emergency over. Envy you 
in nice warm hotel. Hope girls are learning fast and 
giving no trouble. As for you, try to behave yourself 
no matter what the provocation. 

Love and kisses, Justine. 


Behave myselj? Tinker had disappeared with some 
unknown guy, April had been spirited by Maude, 
Necker had designs on Jordan, and that untrustworthy 
bitch, Justine, tells me to behave myself? 

Even worse, Justine had put herself beyond my wrath. 
How come she hadn’t told me which of her friends she 
was staying 'ivith? I knew them all and I could reach any 
of them, as she damn well realized. And so what if the 
city was paralyzed, you don’t just close down an office! 
I’d decided not to phone her anyway, but there should 
be a way to communicate 'with her in case of an 
emergency. 
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\Vhat had happened to Justine’s common sense? 
She’d cut me adrift just when my worries about Tinker 
had more than doubled. Two days off the plane and 
she’d already spent last night with a stranger. Tliis, 
friends, was not happy new, especially in view of how 
vulnerable she’d been after tire fiasco at Lombardi’s 
yesterday. \NTiat kind of thug had taken advantage of 
her? The stage-door Johnnies w’ho lie in tvait for models 
are beyond slime. And there wasn’t even anybody to ask 
since the other girls had slipped the leash too. 

I ^vas crumpling the fax in my hand and cursing to 
myself when I bumped into Mike Aaron in the lobby. 

‘Ah hal There you are, Frankie. Listen, things can’t 
go on like this!’ He grabbed me by the arm so that I 
had to stop and listen to his beef. 

‘Good morning, Mike, is something bothering you?’ 

I asked blandly. As I see it. I’m the anointed gro\vn-up 
in our little group, I supervise the homeroom. I’m the 
one who cleans the erasers, I can’t act like a kid too. 
‘Rise above it’ is my motto when I’m in public. 

‘Have you looked outside today?’ he asked furiously. 
‘Yeah, why?’ 

‘The light is extraordinary! This may never happen 
again while we’re here, given the kind of weather Paris 
tisually has. There’s going to be ideal light all afternoon 
for me to shoot the girls on the streets discovering the 
city - and 1 can’t dig up one of them, much less three 
and three is the story. I can’t even find Maude. What the 
hell is going on?’ 

‘They’ve run amuck, whatever that means. You saw 
what happened last night.’ 

‘I thought you were in charge,’ he said accusingly. 

‘So did I. Apparently fate had other plans.’ 

One thing I wasn’t going to do was cover up for Mike 
Aaron and pretend I knew where the girls were. I was 
keeping enough secrets as it was. If he couldn’t get 
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pictures of them in the sun he could get them in the 
driving sleet or down in a coal mine, as far as I cared. 
Zin^s problems weren’t my problems. 

‘What kind of chaperone are you?’ he said, looking 
at me accusingly. 

‘A total failure.’ I threw up my hands in a gesture 
refusing to be conscience-stricken. ‘Chaperoning was 
never a primary career move for me in the first place. 
I don’t have the basic training for keeping tabs on three 
healthy but not necessarily obedient young animals.’ 

‘This whole thing is like working with a film company 
on location,’ Mike said in high irritation. ‘Take actors 
off a set, transport them away from home, put them in 
a hotel and they behave as if their normal lives don’t 
exist, as if nothing they do has any consequences. Once 
they don’t have to sleep in their own beds, no holds are 
barred — the bastards turn into wild animals roving the 
range. It’s an attack of mass hysteria, focused on 
the genitals.’ 

‘But even wild animals, unlike models, behave in 
predictable ways,’ I added helpfully. ‘And a nice peace- 
ful range isn’t Paris. Well, I guess they’ll show up before 
the Lombardi show even if worst comes to worst’ I took 
a perverse pleasure in painting things in their darkest 
colors, in seeming not to care what had happened to 
my charges.^ Insouciant was the operative word here. 
‘Chaperone’ is a title I particularly dislike. 

‘Oh, fuck it! he said in disgust, giving up on the 
subject. ‘Want to grab some lunch?’ 

‘I wouldn’t mind. Here or somewhere else?’ 

‘I’ve got to get out of this hotel or I’ll suffocate. Let’s 
go for a walk and get a sandwich or something. Maybe 
we can get into the ^uvre for an hour. Might as well 
do useful. He looked utterly disgruntled. 

‘Swell. I actually planning to take April to the 
Louvre today. 
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‘This is probably my twentieth trip to Paris and I’ve 
never been there yet . . . something else ahvays comes 
up.’^ 

‘I’ll go get my coat and meet you back here.’ 

‘Wear comfortable shoes,’ he said gloomily. 

On the \vay back to my suite 1 considered the 
enormous gallantry of his grudging invitation. Lunch 
wth me ^vas ob\'iously the booby prize of Mike Aaron’s 
^vasted day. I didn’t even know why I’d accepted except 
that I had nothing better to do. I went to the closet to 
find my coat and unexpectedly met my eyes in the 
mirror. Oh, balls! Who Avas I kidding? I ^vas as excited 
as if I were back in high school, I looked as brimful of 
expectancy as if I were ^vaiting for my first prom date. 

I looked at myself in horror. Horror mixed with 
a Idnd of thrill. A thrill mixed \vith a kind of defiance. 

I was sick and tired of being cast in the character 
of reliable Frankie-the-twenty-seven-year-old-duenna, 
something Justine had lumbered me wth only a few 
days ago, thank you very much. Give a dog a name . . . 
it wasn’t fair! 

It certainly Avasn’t the bad-tempered, bad-mannered 
Mike Aaron of today who got to me, it Avas the memory 
of the Idd I’d been who would have given anything to 
take a walk in Paris with the Mike Aaron of her 
fourteenth year, that much I was certain of. Ah, give 
yourself a break, I thought. How often does one get to 
realize an old fantasy, even when it’s been long burnt 
out? Go for it! 

Quicldy I stripped off my clothes and homed in on 
the Donna Karan black cashmere sweater worn with her 
black stretch pants, a combination that guaranteed 
lithesomeness, if there is such a word. It looked a little 
severe, I thought, studying the result. Almost too thin, 
if there is such a concept. I needed to balance all that 
seamless stretch of enticing, classic black with hair. And, 
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thank you Lordi Only yesterday I’d washed my hair and 
braided it damp so I could pin it up out of the way. 

f pulled out the tortoiseshell pins that held up my 
topknot and brushed my hair out as quickly as I could 
considering how thick it was, all in ripples from being 
braided. ■ . 


Oh, most definitely, yes! Maybe Justine was right about 
my hair, maybe I had been neglecting a natural asset. 
Wliat s more, this was a look Martha Graham herself 
wouldn’t have disapproved of. She'd been known to use 
her hair in her dances as if it were a fifth limb. My long 
camel s hair coat with the red shearling lining, worn 
swinging open, its belt dangling, a red cashmere mufilcr 
flung around my neck, the ends trailing down my back, 
and my favorite, well-polished, low-heeled black boots 
that reached to my knees, completed the outfit. The 
beauty part was that although the finished effect was 
intensely dramatic, there was nothing flashy or dressy 
or come-hither about the whole getup, even though I'd 
spent another ten minutes on my eye makeup. I looked 
like a dangerous highwaywoman on a supreme hair day, 

yet all I’d done was dress sensibly for a walk and a 
sandwich. 


I stepped out of the elevator and walked right up to 
Mike. I vamped a wicked little rumba hip movement 
ever so slightly as I walked, a mancuvre no one but a 
bnlhantly suspicious dance teacher could have noticed. 
He didn t^recognizc me. ‘Ready to go?’ I asked. 


‘Frankier 

I looked at him ™ih a hint of lofty ammement, a, if 
he were a younger brother. Torget .vomething?’ 

•Huh? His expression was siartled to the core 
Really, men arc inarticulate, poor things 
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‘I asked if you’d forgotten anything,’ I said patiently, 
pulling on my gloves and smoothing the fingers as 
meticulously as Marlene Dietrich ever had in any of her 
movies. 

‘No. I - never mind.’ As we ^valked out of the hotel 
I had the strong impression that unless I was totally 
mistaken - and I’m not in the habit of making certain 
basic errors - 1 had rid myself of that chaperone tag for 
once and for all. Even if you give a dog a bad name, 
every dog has her day, and today \vas mine. 

‘Which way?’ Mike asked, gesturing up and down the 
avenue. 

‘Let’s nip do^vn the Rue Byard and go straight to the 
river,’ I suggested. ‘It’s a good shortcut. I’m in a mood 
to walk by the Seine.’ 

‘You seem to know Paris pretty well.’ 

‘I used to come here a lot wiA my first husband,’ I 
lied exquisitely, walking briskly, which is almost im- 
possible when you’re hearing a \valtz in your head. Ever 
see anybody march in three-quarter time? It can’t be 
done, but Paris brought out my inner waltz. Could it be 
a Zen thing? . 

‘First husband?’ he asked curiously. ‘Anybody I 
know?’ 

‘Slim Kelly.’ 

‘The sportswriter?’ he asked, incredulous and im- 
pressed. 

Now why is it that men react that vray? Status by 
insemination? Do men have any idea how gross their 
thought processes are? I could have been married to 
Ted Koppel and they wouldn’t have as much respect as 
they did for that riEEtaff, that cur. Slim, a living legend, 
as he had rarely failed tp remind me. 

‘Yep.’ 

‘If Slim Kelly was your first husband, who was your 
second?’ 
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‘I haven’t met him yet. But I’ve only been divorced a 
little over a year, it stands to reason that there’ll be a 
second.’ 

‘And a third?’ 

‘Time will tell,’ I flung over my shoulder as I zoomed 
up the Cours Albert Premier, headed for the Place de 
la Concorde. 

‘Jesus, Frankie, do you have to walk so fast?’ Mike 
complained. 

‘You said you were suffocating in the hotel. I thought 
you needed a brisk head-clearing walk.’ 

‘I didn’t say I wanted to run past the most exciting 
view in the world.’ 

‘Whatever you say,’ I slowed down. You may be a little 
out of shape.’ 

He glared at me, or at least he started to glare at me, 
but the combination of my hair and my superior gnn 
- did I forget to say that my teeth are as great for teeth 
as my feet are for feet? - stopped him in mid-glare. 

‘Don’t start with me,’ was all he said. We continued 
to walk upriver, while on the other side of the stone 
quay the Seine, powerful and determiried, made its wy 
toward the channel. Across the river lay one of the great 
Parisian perspectives, punctuated by the Eiffel Tower. 
The parade of classic buildings, one more beautiful 
than the next, all of them low and many shades of 
ancient grey, was dominated as in no other city I’ve 
ever known, by a great, blowing freedom of sky. I 
had the same carefree feeling here as I had walking 
on the boardwalk in Coney Island, although here I 
traded the sweep of white sand and the ocean beyond 
for architecture- Fair enough, so long as I didn’t have 
to choose between them, I thought, as I hit my stride 
and walked on getting into a zone of pure pleasure. 

‘Aren’t you hungry yet?’ Mike asked, 

I stopped and looked around. On the other side of 
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the street was the bird market, just ahead of us \vzs tlie 
He de la Cite and the towers of Notre-Dame. That meant 
that somehow we’d managed to walk right past the 
Louvre, which is like overlooking the Pentagon. 

‘I could become huiigry, now that you mention it. 
Funny, the last thing I Aink of in Paris is food.’ 

‘So Pve noticed. If you don’t watch out, you’ll get as 
skinny as the girls.’ 

‘^Vhat’s wrong vdth that?’ 

‘I’ll tell you, if you’ll just stop this marathon. There’s 
a place to eat across the street and that’s where we’re 
going.’ 

‘IVhatever you say . . . big . . . guy.’ 

‘Watch it!’ 

‘Touchy, aren’t you?’ 

‘Just hungry.’ 

- We settled down in a glassed-in terrace of a tiny 
side^valk restaurant called Le Bistroquet. I looked at the 
eloquent menu of hearty countr)' fare. 

They don’t seem to have heard of sand\viches here,’ 

I smd. 

That tvas just a figure of speech.’ 

Like “zafdg”?’ I asked, studying the menu. 

‘I knew it! That’s why you’re so snippy, isn’t it? Come 
on, admit it, you’ve never forgiven me for calling you 
“zaftig.” Frankie, that was a compliment!’ 

‘Not where I come from, airball.’ 

‘Zaftig — voluptuous, yummy, good in the hands, 
something to grab onto on a cold and stormy night, 
sexy, fiickable, for Christ’s sake. FuckableP 
‘Stop screaming.’ 

‘Didn’t I just say you’d better not get too skinny?’ He 
poxmded on the table. ‘I meant it, damn it! I married 
a model once, nobody wore clothes better than she did, 
but Jesus, there was no comfort factor there, no room 
for cuddling, nofvvith those elbows. Her hip bones were 
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like swords, her pelvis could give you a serious bruise 
in a delicate place, and there was no joy at her bosom 
- it was before implants.’ 

‘So why did you marry her?’ 

‘Damned if I know. In bed she was like a praying 
mantis made out of iron, a very temporary tum-on. I 
was just a kid and it seemed like a good idea at the 
time.’ 

‘Yeah, yeah, yeah. I’ll bet anything your second wife 
was another skinny model. Photographers never leam.’ 

‘I never married again.’ 

‘Smart move.’ Break my heart, he didn’t. 

‘So do you agree to forget about my calling you . . • 
zaftig?’ 

‘You remind me of Slim Kelly. He used to call a pizza 
a “Guinea Pie” and he insisted that I shouldn’t get 
upset because when he was a kid, Guinea Pie was 
shorthand for the best food in the world. He just 
wouldn’t understand that I objected to the expression 
on principle.’ 

‘I promise never to say “zaftig” again. If.’ 

‘If?’ 

*¥00 never say “airball” again.’ 

‘Oh, Mike, I’m so sorry! I didn’t realize that bothered 
you. It’s ancient history, after all. Dearie me, I didn’t 
mean to be tacdess.’ 

‘Look, Frankie,’ he said, gritdng his teeth, ‘there’s 
an airball in every, shooter’s life. Bill Bradley says 
that the hardest thing he’s ever had to do in his life was 
to forget missing the last shot in the 1971 Eastern 
Conference finals because for the next twenty years 
cabdrivers reminded him of it. That’s United States 
Skater Bill Bradley! 

‘Are you trying to tell me that nobody’s perfect?’ I 

asked incredulously. 

‘You are an interesting bitch, aren’t you?’ 
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‘I was wondering if you’d ever notice. Schnoz and all.’ 
‘Ah,siiitr 

‘I forgive you, I forgive you,’ I said hastily, laughing 
helplessly at the expression on his face. My laugh told 
him how okay it ^vas. ‘I can’t listen to another apology 
and another explanation of how aristocratic my nose is. 
For the record, I have alw'ays adored my nose and fully 
understood its natural distinction. Got that, Mike?’ 

‘Sometimes I sound like a gold-plated asshole,’ he 
muttered. 

‘Elegantly put. Shall we order?’ 

There’s a funny kind of moment that happens when 
two people who’ve had a background of mutxial putdowns 
decide to declare a truce. It’s an awkward and silent 
moment whilehoth of them wonder what they’re going 
to talk about from now on, since they’ve abandoned the 
mutual hostility that fueled their relationship. 

Mike and I buried ourselves in the menus, frowning 
dramatically, miming the difficulty of choosing among 
so many possibilities, pondering the potential of the 
Bistroquet’s kitchen as if we were two restaurant critics, 
‘Have you any ideas?’ he asked finally. 

‘I thought, maybe, the stew?’ 

‘Which stew?’ 

‘That’s the problem, there seem to be three of them. 
Do you have a clue?’ I asked. 

‘A steak and French fries, can’t go \vrong.’ 

‘Same for me, but no fries.’ 

‘Just a steak on a plate?’ 

‘With some . . . green beans?’ 

‘You’ve got it.’ He ordered in the kind of French we’d 
both learned at Lincoln. 

‘\Vine?’ he asked. 

“Yes, please, a glass of red,’ I answered. I never drink 
at lunch, but what the hell. 

After the waiter filled our glasses, he held his up. 
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‘Here’s to playing hooky,’ he said, gesturing out at the 
busy street just beyond the glass of the terrace. ‘If you’re 
going to do it, this is the place.’ 

‘Is it ever,’ I agreed fervently. 

‘Did you ever actually play hooky?’ he asked after we’d 
clinked our glasses. 

‘Once, but I told my mother in advance so she 
wouldn’t worry if the school called to find out what had 
happened to me.’ 

‘You must have been one reckless, rebellious kid. 

‘Yeah.’ I giggled at the idea. ‘In my next life Ini 
coming back as Madonna. But in this one I was a pussy 
cat, a good litde modem dancer pussy cat.’ 

‘So what happened? How come you’re not sdll 
dancing?’ 

‘In my third year at Juilliard I had a really bad fall 
and wrecked my knees beyond repair. You can dance 
with bleeding feet but not with bad knees.’ 

‘Basketball either. When they go, it’s over.’ 

‘Is that why you’re not a professional player?’ 

‘God, that is so sweet!’ 

‘No, I’m serious. I’m not trying to make a crack.’ 

‘I know you’re not, that’s what’s sweet about it. Listen, 
Frankie, I hate to disillusion you, but I was a high school 
hero, that’s all. There are maybe a quarter of a milhoi^ 
high school players as good as I was in the country at 
any given time. About fifty thousand of them go on to 
play college ball. Then, out of those fifty thousand, only 
fifty get into the NBA lottery each year. Fifty rookies, 
that s all, get picked by any professional team out of a 
quarter of a million high school hot shots. And out of 
that fifty, you may find a couple of dozen guys who are 
never heard of again^ and a half dozen who become 
starters one day. That’s how hard it is.’ 

‘It’s almost as bad as the odds of becoming a top 
model.’ 
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‘I never thought of it that way.’ 

‘Does that give you more respect for them?’ 

‘I guess it should,’ he . said Aoughtfully. ‘But great 
athletic skill still seems more . . . meaningful . . . than 
looking good in front of a camera.’ 

‘Forget meaningful, think of the sheer determination 
required to get to the top.’ 

‘I guess you’re right. It’s just that models never seem 
to be doing necessary work.’ 

‘Mike, that’s not fair. Top models lead fiercely com- 
petitive professional lives for which, I admit, they’re 
overpraised, overindulged and overpaid. But, while 
that’s happening, they make an essential contribution 
to a huge industry and they turn it into one compelling, 
exciting show - like fireworks - for the world, and when 
it’s over for them, it’s over awfully fast and unless they’ve 
invested their money wisely, all they have are their 
scrapbooks. Like basketball players. Think of Claudia 
Schiffer as the female equivalent of Shaquille O’Neal.’ 

‘Whew! I’m glad Bill Bradley made it in politics.’ 

‘Me too.’ 

‘Do you want cheese or dessert?’ 

‘No thanks. I’d like to wander around a few more 
hours before the sun starts to set.’ 

And wander we did, along the river which, with its 
fourteen mzy or bridges, will always be the most beautiful 
street of the two-thousand-year-old city. Whenever we 
were half-tempted to venture into one of the side 
streets the Seine lured us back, exercising that hypnotic 
fascination that is irresistible not only to tourists but to 
people who have lived in Paris all their lives. 

We didn’t buy anything except a couple of cups of 
coffee, we didn’t go into a single historical building, we 
didn’t enter a gallery or browse in the open-air book- 
stalls or look at anything more significant than the 
window of a birdseed store, we talked a lot of nonsense 
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and sometimes a little sense and at the end of the 
afternoon, when the sun set, I had the notion that we 
had become something close to friends, 

‘It’s getting cold,’ Mike said. ‘Let’s get a cab and go 
back to the hotel for a drink. Maybe there’ll be a 
message for you there from the missing person bureau.’ 

‘Hooky’s over,’ I sighed. ‘But it’s been a wonderful 
day.’ 

‘One of the very best,’ he agreed.,_It seemed to me 
that he sighed too, but I could be wrong. Which would 
amaze me. 

When we walked through the revolvirig door into the 
brightness of the Relais Plaza, filled with its usual 
elegant crowd, sitting at a table near the bar were 
Tinker, April, Jordan and Maude. 

Well, there you are!’ April called accusingly. 

^ About time you showed up,’ Maude frowned at Mihe, 
And just where have you two been?’ Jordan asked, 
indignantly. 

Tinker had the native wit to squeal, 'Frankie, fabulous 
hair!’ ^ 

Mike and he looked at me. 

We went to the Louvre, of course,’ he said. 

And I didn’t notice any of you there,’ I added 
severely. ^ 

Yes, I think I could say that we had made friends. 
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Justine took a deep, listening breath as she paused 
in the hall corridor in front of the closed door that led • 
to Loring Model Management. Inside she heard the 
unmistakable sound of a large group of models, a 
high-pitched babble, punctuated by outbursts of semi- 
scandalized shrieks and thoroughly wcked laughter. 
They couldn’t be allowed to see her like this, she 
realized in a sudden panic, and dug in the pocket of 
her coat for her old Imit cap. Although it was warmish 
in the hall she tugged the cap do%vn as far as it would 
go and still give her a minimiun of visibility. She pulled 
her hair around her cheeks, raised the collar of her 
white coat and wound a white muSler around her face 
so that only the tip of her nose was visible. Thus 
disguised, almost indistinguishable s^ainst the white 
tvalls of the agency, she slipped into the reception room 
and skirted the furniture until, unnoticed by anyone, 
she slid quickly into the refuge of her o^vn office. She 
breathed a sigh of relief as she reached safety and 
locked the door behind her. 

She knew what she looked like. Lips puffed and 
swollen, cheeks and chin covered wth whisker bum, 
eyes languid and almost unfocused, with circles under 
them from lack of sleep, tangled hair that had only 
been towel dried, since Aiden didn’t have a blow-dryer. 
She looked utterly fucked-out, completely, thoroughly 
fucked, up, down and sideways. It felt one hell of a lot 
better than it looked. They’d never tried to make the 
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Knicks game, they’d never changed the sheets, much 
less made the bed, they’d barely stopped to eat and 
she’d resented the showers they eventually staggered 
into together because soap dissipated the way Aiden 
smelled. 

Stop it this minute, Justine told herself firmly, as she 
tried to make repairs with the cosmetics in her desk 
drawer. Nothing worked. She took one of the iced 
bottles of champagne from the bar, where it was always 
kept ready for celebrations, and rolled it around on her 
flaming cheeks, knowing that only a good night’s sleep 
alone in her own bed would begin to help. And she 
didn’t want to sleep alone in her bed. Stop it! Justine 
buzzed her secretary. 


‘Phyllis, good morning.’ 

‘Ohl I didn’t see you, Justine. I’ll be right in. 

‘No, stay out there and hold the fort. Just slide the 
faxes from Frankie under the door.’ 

‘There aren’t any, Justine. I just checked the 
machine.’ 


‘But that’s impossible!’ 

‘I couldn’t understand it either. They’ve been gone 
four days. I called the phone company to see if there 
was anything wrong on the lines from Paris to here, but 
everything s normal. Do you want me to phone her at 
the hotel?’ 


‘No, not yet. I’ll tell you when. Anything else I should 
know about?’ 

Another call from Dart Benedict wanting to make a 
lunch date.’ 

Tgnore him. Listen, Phyllis, unless it’s an emergency, 
just take messages for me. I have a lot of stuff to catch 
up on in here, and since nobody’s up to speed yet, 
this gives me some necessary time.’ Even %vithout the 
evidence of her face, Justine thought, she’d never be 
able to explain her outfit to Phyllis, pjnk tights and a 
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Giants s\veater weren’t her normal agency-head garb. 
She’d have to rush home at lunchtime and change. 
‘Will do, Justine.’ 

The city was slowly digging itself out of the blizzard 
but most of the side streets were still impassable. 
However, the noisy chatter outside her door tvas loud 
enough to indicate that every model who hadn’t been 
paid last Friday had managed to show up for her check, 
mobbing the bookkeepers’ office, clutching the book 
of vouchers that w’ould indicate exactly how long she 
had worked, for whom and at what rate. This weekly 
rite tvas usually spread over a period of hours late on 
Friday, but last week most of the girls had gone directly 
home to escape the storm and today %vas a holiday for 
them since the photographers’ studios were only now 
beginning to attempt to function. 

DamnI It was, as Frankie would put it, a snatch 
convention out there. One of the chief Catch-22’s 
of the agency business was that the more successful 
she was - the more bookings her girls had, and the 
higher their rates - the more she stretched her already 
frighteningly large line of credit. She could never, 
never, nevervcXzx. about her credit, Justine brooded. She 
tended it as carefully as a prematurely bom baby who 
was the only heir to a throne; kept it constantly warm, 
free from the slightest contagion and religiously fed 
on time. Loring Model Management, like all other 
agencies, paid their girls weekly, but collected far more 
slowly from their clients. However, every ninety days 
there was that huge note due to be paid, and recently 
everyone’s clients had been holding on to their money 
longer than they ever had since she’d started in the 
business. It was something to be concerned about. But 
not until tomorrow. 

On the other hand, Justine thought, wandering over 
to the window, the fact that the girls had made it 
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through the snowdrifts/ like huskies bounding for the 
Pole, was a good sign of their mental and physical 
health. The moment that it was time to become 
seriously worried about a model was if she didn’t come 
in to get paid. 

For certain girls who were halfway - or more - to 
becoming problems, payday was the only fixed point in 
a week that was a dizzy, high-thrill, addictive confusion 
of work, attention, flattery, free clothes, parties, gossip, 
sex and drugs. Or maybe, if she were halj^ay smart, just 
too much to drink instead of drugs. But when a girl 
forgot payday, it was the equivalent of a fire alarm, a 
hundred times more dangerous than a dozen hang- 
overs, any amount of weight gain, an inexplicable 
refusal to go on location, bookings canceled at the last 
minute, weeping on the set or even a black eye or a 
missing tooth. Forgetting payday usually meant cocaine. 
Or, in the last year, heroin. 

There was so little she could do about it, Justine 
admitted with a feeling of rage and frustration that 
never grew less. All the lectures and horrible examples 
in the world could no more protect a girl from choosing 
a sadistic, tormenting boyfriend than they could stop 
her from taking drugs, if that was the direction she tvas 
destined to take. Even if they were in high school or 
college, in 1994 all teenagers were, to some degree, in 
harm’s way. 

What was making her think such gloomy thoughts on 
a morning after the most wonderful weekend of her 
life, Justine wondered. Maybe it was a natural letdown 
from too much happiness, maybe it was some sort of 
hormonal revenge, but now, back in her sanctum, 
instead of basking in memories of the weekend, a free- 
floating bad mood had abruptly descended on her. 
Justine probed her feelings and decided that she felt 
an impression that something w-as infuriatingly missing, 
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something she couldn’t exactly put her finger on, but 
connected with Frankie. The .feeling was mostly anger 
rather than worry. Was it Frankie’s inexplicable lack of 
communication or merely her physical absence? The 
office simply didn’t feel right wthout her gay profusion 
of emotions. Frankie had a basically upbeat take on the 
modeling profession. In spite of any evidence to the 
contrary, she still saw. every new girl as an exciting 
challenge, rich in potential, a Cinderella story asking 
to happen, a marvelous opportunity for a girl who 
hadn’t known it was there for her. But then Frankie 
.had only been in the business a mere seven years, 
compared to her otvn seventeen, eight of them as a 
working model, nine running Loring Model Manage- 
ment. Frankie hadn’t seen as many girls self-destruct. 

Could she possibly be suffering from burnout, Justine 
wondered? Was that the reason that whenever she 
signed a promising teenager her heart constricted as 
she asked herself where that girl would be in ten years? 
Was burnout the reason she could barely bring herself 
to read the beauty pages of fashion magazines with their 
maddening reversals of position: one season touting 
the pale-lipped, big-eyed vamp, the next the strapping 
German blond, quickly followed by the glamor- 
ous brunette bombshell, soon overshadowed by the 
all-American freckle-face until the frantic editors, 
desperately trying to keep the readers’ attention, came 
around to insisting that the new look and only look was 
that of yet another version of the vamp, this one red 
lipped, ;with damaged hair and eyes that had seen too 
much? 

What normal woman, in the name of God, would pay 
good money every month to have it rubbed in her face 
how far short she fell of a ridiculous, impossible, 
manufactured ideal that was constantiy changing What 
kind of collective insanity allowed the magazine editors 
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to get away with the manipulative crap they wrote to sell 
cosmetics and clothes? And it wasn’t just an American 
phenomenon, there were some thirty fashion magazines 
published by the supposedly sensible French. 

Wouldn’t it feel wonderful to turn her back on it all 
and let it slip away, Justine asked herself? Wouldn’t it 
be bliss to refuse to spend another hour judging the 
chances of a young hopeful, to throw every bloody awful 
fashion magazine into the wastepaper basket - not even 
glancing at the cover, lest she be entrapped in spite 
of herself - to pack up and move to New Zealand, 
apparently a place in which you could immerse yourself 
in a more sensible and placid past, something that 
resembled a better version of the 1950s? She’d never 
buy new clothes again. She had enough for an Auckland 
lifetime. Her only makeup would be sunblock and sheer 
lip gloss. She wouldn’t even watch Elsa Klensch on 
CNN, Justine promised herself. She’d sell the agency 
and put the money into a good old;fashioned New 
Zealand bank and retire to the wonderfully green 
countryside where she’d . . . she’d . . . raise sheep . . • 

Justine flung herself on the couch, shaking her head 
at her ridiculous fantasy. She’d seen sheep shearing in 
a movie once and it didn’t look like her idea of fun any 
more than it had looked like the sheep’s. She was in a 
weird mood, for sure, but New Zealand wasn’t in her 
future. 

Was it Aiden? Was it because all the world, for almost 
three days, had been framed by one man and one cat 
in a secluded forest of peace and passionate discovery? 
She’d been all but physically unable to leave the 
apartment this morning. Aiden had literally been 
obliged to drag her out of bed . . . just because he had 
to go fix her furnace. Couldn’t it have "waited? Aiden 
— Justine was conscious of her mind scurrying over 
the weekend, trying to find how it fit into a list of 
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possibilities, when it ^vas light years beyond whatever 
was nagging at her. Whatever Aiden tvas going to mean 
to. her, whatever he meant already — and she 'vvasn t 
about to try and deal with that — he wasn t the kind of 
problem that would drive her to buy a ticket for 
Auckland. 

Did her mood have to do rvith the basic nature of the 
agency business? Had the weekend, which had removed 
her totally from her daily preoccupations, shone a new 
spotlight on the aspects of sleaze and pimping that some 
people thought modeling was all about? Sometimes she 
felt that she’d never be thought of as representing and 
protecting talent, or as providing girls vital direction m 
managing their career — there was always an undertone 
of, ‘yes, but what else do they have to do to make good? 

Justine tightened her lips in a familiar irritation. She 
knew that she ran as straight and shipshape an agency 
as there could be in a business based on renting women. 
At least she was a woman too and sexuality never 
determined a girl’s chances with her. Almost every one 
of the traditional abuses in the modeling industry 
stemmed from men owning agencies. Obviously no 
heterosexual male should be allowed to have such 
power over females. 

Yes, she mused, there ought to be a law about men 
in the agency business . . . yet, how could there be a 
law that said that beautiful girls were prohibited from 
selling their images? A law that said that businesses were 
forbidden to use those images to attract customers to 
buy their products? Imagine pages and pages of ads with 
no photographs . . . not even illustrations by a modern 
version of Charles Dana Gibson? The American %vay of 
life would grind to a halt. At the ve^^ least the industries 
of advertising, publishing, fashion and cosmetics would 
have to shut doAvn for lack of consumer demand. 

No, Justine told herself, once she’d made the 
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decision to go into the agency business what else could 
she do but stick with it and run it as well and as honestly 
as she could? No one now had the luxury of delicate 
shades of discrimination such as those, years ago, that' 
had prevented top models from doing lingerie ads. She 
could only establish rules that the girls would break and 
police the obvious abuses of a system in which reigning 
models proudly posed stark naked so long as the money 
was right and the photographer was professional. Or 
her boyfriend. 

Abruptly Justine buzzed her secretary. 

‘Phyllis, are you positive there isn’t a fax from 
Frankie?’ 

‘I just checked the machine. Nothing yet.’ 

‘Thanks, keep checking.’ 

‘You taking calls yet? Dart Benedict called again.’ 

‘No, I’ll let you know.’ 

Is this the way you’ve picked to get back at me, Miss 
Severino? Is this your idea of revenge? Is this my punish- 
ment for not forcing myself to go to Paris? No fax since 
you arrived? Just because I chose to stay home is no 
excuse for your silence. And after all those thousands 
of dollars worth of Donna Karan, you utterly ungrateful, 
horrifyingly dressed, overweight, arrogant wench? 

Anger took x>ver entirely from depression, as Justine 
paced around her desk. Didn’t Frankie realize that she 
wanted to know how things were going? Was such 
disregard of her feelings humanly possible? She had 
three girls at risk in Paris; for heaven’s sake. How were 
they doing? Had they met any of the hideously wrong 
guys who hung out wherever models could be found? 
How had Lombardi welcomed them? Were their accom- 
modations okay? She should have heard something by 
now. Anything. Had their plane disappeared into the 
Bermuda Triangle? 

Furiously Justine scribbled on a yellow pad. 
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What's ^ng on? How's everybody? Where are you and 
what are you doing? Send information the instant you 
gEf this. Justine. 

‘Phyllis, come in and take this fax for Frankie, please.’ 
Justine’s secretary picked up the yellow sheet. ‘I’ll 
type it up.’ 

‘Don’t bother, send it that tvay.’ Oh, she knew 
perfectly well what that vicious slut was up to, Justine 
thought, raging back and forth. Just because she’d 
refiised to tell Frankie the details of how she came to 
be Necker’s daughter, Frankie tvas trying to smoke her 
out by starving her of information, playing the cards 
close to her chest, trying to get her to reve^ that, after 
all, she had a little natural curiosity about . . . what time 
tvas it in Paris now? More or less dark, she calculated, 
but before dinner . . . they’d all be at the hotel . . . for 
two cents she’d pick up a phone . . .Justine lost herself 
m a heated recital of what she’d say to Frankie if she 
tvanted to communicate by voice instead of using the 
protection of a fax, which gave you speed but could 
effectively screen your mood. 

Phyllis returned. 

‘She must have sent this as soon as she received yours. 
It’s only been minutes.’ 

Your eloquent message delivered this instant. Thought 
you'd forgotten us while having a swell time with your 
friends.' Since you ash, everyone is in good health, 
accommodations perfect, girls happy and busy, no really 
major problems seem to have fully developed yet. In reply 
to your question about my activities, I’m in suite giving 
my hair a henna treatment. Will be busy at this for 
next hour or two. Call if you want more details. 
Frankie. 
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Intolerable! Frankie knew exactly what she was doing. 
‘No really m^or problems seem to have fully developed 
yet!’ That meant ‘m^*or problems looming’ in any 
language! Justine crumpled the fax and threw it at the 
door. Naturally there’d be problems. Send three in- 
experienced girls to Paris and you could only have 
problems. It went with the arrondissement. Any arrondisse- 
ment, but especially the eighth. 

But why hadn 't Frankie said anything about Necker? She 
knew damn well - she wasn’t that stupid - that of all 
the things Justine wanted to be informed about, Necker 
was the unmentioned, unmentionable, far and away 
most important item. Just because she’d quite properly 
refused to let him put pressure on her, just because 
she’d been smart enough to figure out a way to keep 
him at a distance, didn’t mean that she didn’t want to 
know - well, for instance, how he’d reacted when 
she hadn’t shown up, what impression he’d made on 
Frankie, what they’d talked about ... all sorts of little 
things like that, things that would be . . . well, obviously 
fairly interesting to leam, details that Frankie, relishing 
her power, wallowing in righteousness, was leaving out 
on purpose. 

She would not call Paris. There was such a thing as 
maintaining her dignity. But weren’t friends supposed 
to know when to bypass your dignity, Justine wondered, 
miserably? Now that she knew why she’d felt so horribly 
out of sorts all morning, she felt even worse. She’d 
thought she wasn’t curious enough about Necker to 
even care what Frankie thought of him. So much for 
the healing power of inner knowledge. 

Two hours later, choosing a moment when almost 
everyone had left for lunch, Justine left Loring Manage- 
ment as unnoticed as when she’d entered. A cab 
dropped her at the end of her street and she wallowed 
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almost ^s'aist-high through snowdrifts until she reached 
her house. It ts^as as cold as ever inside, she thought, as 
soon as she arrived, but there \s’ere encouraging sounds 
of men working steadily in die basement. 

‘Mademoiselle Loring?’ 

‘Yes?’ Justine looked with surprise at a man ivaiting 
in her hallway, dressed in a dark uniform that had a 
vaguely official look. He thrust a pegboard at her, widi 
several sheets of paper attached to it. 

‘If you please. Mademoiselle, sign each sheet to 
indicate safe arri%^l of the case,’ he said politely. 

‘WTiat’s this about?’ Justine asked, confused, looking 
around for Aiden. 

‘A delivery from Kraemer,’ he said ivith a smile, 
indicating a tall packing crate that had been left on the 
floor next to the front door. 

‘I haven’t ordered anything from Kraemer, whoever 
that is,’ Justine said impatiently. ‘Take it away . . . come 
on, just take it away.’ 

‘Impossible, Mademoiselle. My orders are specific, to 
deliver it to Mademoiselle Loring in person.’ 

‘Oh, for heaven’s sake, I don’t have time to stand 
here arguing ... all right, leave it wherever . . .’ Justine 
said distractedly as she tried to distinguish Aiden’s voice 
in the basement. She scanned the papers briefly, signed 
them with a scribble and waved the man out of the door. 
She didn’t bother to inspect the crate — probably some 
trick of Frankie’s — with luck it would contain all her 
unspeakable old \vardrobe and the entire lot could be 
picked up by Good\vill, if they weren’t too picky. Justine 
^valked quickly to the top of the steps that led to the 
basement. 

‘Is Aiden dotvn there?’ she shouted. 

‘He’s on the second floor,’ someone called back. 
She rushed up the stairs and then suddenly stopped 
as she heard Aiden humming as he tapped on a pipe 
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in her bathroom. She didn’t know what to say to him, 
Justine thought in a rush of shyness. Her morning at 
Loring Management seemed to have put a year between 
waking up in his bed and this moment. She turned atvay 
abruptly, went into her bedroom, sat down at her 
dressing table and took off her cap. She picked up a 
hairbrush and automatically began to do something 
about the tangles, her heart beating heavily, not daring 
to look at herself in the mirror. The sound of humming 
stopped and she heard footsteps approaching behind 
her, but she continued to apply herself, single- 
mindedly, to the disorder of her hair. 

‘What a mess,’ Aiden said, gently taking the brush 
from her hands and uncovering her face. ‘Probably best 
if we cut it off. Very short, like a little boy. It’s all my 
fault, not having a blow-dryer, so I’ll cut it for you, I m 
quite handy. And no extra charge.’ 

‘You fool.’ She leaned back in his arms, laughing for 
joy. 

‘Will it hurt if I kiss you? Your lips do look a little 
. . . bruised. But I’ve missed you so much, I’ve been 
thinking about you all morning, just let me show you 
how gently I can kiss . . .’ 

‘I don’t know,’ Justine murmured pitifully. ‘It even 
hurts to walk . . .’ 

‘Oh, there’s only one remedy for that,’ he said. ‘Hair 
of the dog.’ He picked her up and carried her over to 
her bed as he licked her lips with a soft and careful 
tongue, over and over. 

. ‘Aiden!’ Justine said, struggling, ‘Aiden, for God’s 
sake . . .’ 

‘Yes, my darling?’ 

‘Lock the door!’ 

‘Done. Can I take that to mean you’re feeling a little 
bit better?’ he asked smiling, busily taking off her coat 
and tucking her under the blankets in the glacial room. 
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‘If you’re teasing me I’ll — ’ she threatened him, 
opening her arms. 

‘I’m not that kind of guy. I’m not a tease my little 
sweetheart, I just ts-anted to make sure I uus ts'clcome. 
Now’, let’s see - do you want it slow and eas)- - very’ very 
slow and very very easy ~ or could you possibly be in the 
mood for a quickie?’ he asked, considerately, pulling 
her sweater up just far enough to reveal her nipples. 
‘Or would you rather toss a coin?’ he continued as he 
stripped her of her fur-lined boots and her pink legg- 
ings, and started to take off his owm clothes, apparently 
not feeling the cold. 

‘Oh . . . oh . . .’ It was impossible, given tlic weekend 
she’d just spent, Justine thought, but she tvimted a 
quickie and she wanted it immediately and despenilcly, 
with no more talk, or he’d make her come just dis- 
cussing the possibility, while she looked at his body. 

Aiden got under the blankets, next to her, his big 
body radiating warmth, and tried to peer into her eyes. 
‘I have a better idea,’ he said, ‘I’ll just touch you very 
lightly between your legs and that should give me a 
general idea of exactly what you w'ant, hmmm?’ 

Dry mouthed, Justine nodded. She felt his possessive 
hand cover her pubic hair and his middle finger move 
■'vith the utmost caution over her clitoris until he’d 
worked it with almost reluctant gentleness into her 
vagina. Suddenly she squeezed her thighs together so 
that he couldn’t move, and in a violence of total 
gratification, rubbed herself quickly, greedily and hard 
against the large, callused finger. Within a few exquisite 
seconds she screamed out her orgasm. 

‘That was fairly informative,’ he said after she’d 
returned to her senses and lay limp in his arms, still 
panting. 

‘I’ve never done thatl’ Justine cried, wide-eyed and 
embarrassed. 
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‘Now you have.’ 

Justine thought it over. ‘It was all your fault,’ she 
muttered, still abashed. 

‘I hope so, my sweetheart,’ he said, grinning at her 
flushed face. ‘At least you’re warm now,’ he added, 
guiding her hand down to his penis. 

‘Good heavens,’ she gasped, *I forgot all about you. 
You can’t go around in that condition.’ 

‘Not and get any work done,’ he agreed. 

‘This “slow and easy’’ you mentioned? Would it really 
be . . . comfortable?’ 

‘You’ll hardly notice,’ Aiden assured her. ‘And I’ll 
stop if it hurts, I promise I will.’ 

‘How can I refuse an offer like that?’ Justine whis- 
pered, opening her legs. She wanted him again, she 
realized. Badly. Very badly. The weight of his penis on 
her palm, burning and heavy, had been enough. 

‘Was I asleep?’ Justine asked, startled as Aiden kissed 
her on the ear. She lifted her head from his shoulder, 
opened her eyes and realized that she had no idea what 
time it was. Or even what day. 

‘Just for a few minutes. You were sleeping so deeply 
that I hated to wake you, bUt I have to get back to work 
and I’m on the wrong side of the bed.’ 

‘My God, so do II I only came home to change. 
Oh, Aiden,’ Justine cried, jumping out of bed, wearing 
only her Giants sweater, ‘Oh Aiden, what have you done 
to me?’ .she wailed, looking into her drc.ssing table 
mirror. 

‘It’s .sad for a man’s best efforts to be .so quickly 
forgotten.’ 

‘Fool! I mean what have you done to my face? I don't 
know how to begin to fix it,’ Justine said, facing an 
unfamiliar, radiantly flaming visage. 

‘Ixavc it, darling. If anyone raisc.s an eyebrow, say yon 
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went for a fadal at lunch and the operator was too 
vigorous.’ 

‘How knowledgeable you are,’ Justine said, seized by 
a pierdng pang of a jcalovisy she'd never fell witli 
another man. ‘I suppose you’ve given a lot of similar 
advice?’ 

‘Never.’ He pulled her up and held her close. ‘I 
don’t make love to my clients ~ dial’s a rule. And 
I don’t personally put the final touch on their plumb- 
ing either, that’s what I hire plumbers for, but today 
was an exception. Understand?’ 

“Yes,’ she said in a small, unconvinced, unwilling 
voice. 

“You sound suspicious. You don’t have to be.’ 

‘How do I know that?’ 

‘You can’t, yet. But you’ll realize it as time goes by 
and by and by.’ 

Embarrassed, Justine pulled out of his arms, sat down 
and reached for her moisturizer and lip gloss. Jealousy 
was an emotion she despised and she’d been caught out 
in it. 

‘Did that courier get you to sign those papers?’ he 
asked as he put on his clothes. 

‘Courier?’ she asked. 

‘The guy I let in. He was obviously okay. He was 
prepared to wait for you outside, all day if neces- 
sary, but I took pity on him. He told me he’d been 
trying to deliver that crate to you for days but the 
blizzard prevented him from even taking off for New 
York.’ 

‘Taking off? Where did he come from?’ 

‘Paris. I assumed it was something you expected.’ 
‘This whole thing is a mystery,’ Justine shrugged, as 
she expertly darkened her eyebrows. 

‘Don’t you want to know what it is? A special hand- 
delivered mystery in a big packing crate?’ 
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‘Now you have.’ 

Justine thought it over. ‘It was all your fault,’ 
muttered, still abashed, 

‘I hope so, my sweetheart,’ he said, grinning at 
flushed face. ‘At least you’re warm now,’ he add 
guiding her hand down to his penis. 

‘Good heavens,’ she gasped, ‘I. forgot all about y 
You can’t go around in that condition.’ 

‘Not and get any work done,’ he agreed. 

‘This “slow and easy’’ you mentioned? Would it re 
be . . . comfortable?’ 

‘You’ll hardly notice,’ Aiden assured her. ‘And 
stop if it hurts, I promise I will.’ 

‘How can I refuse an offer like that?’ Justine w] 
pered, opening her legs. She wanted him again, : 
realized. Badly. Very badly. The weight of his penis 
her palm, burning and heavy, had been enough. 

‘Was I asleep?’ Justine asked, startled as Aiden kisj 
her on the ear. She lifted her head from his should 
opened her eyes and realized that she had no idea wl 
time it was. Or even what day. 

‘Just for a few minutes. You were sleeping so dee] 
that I hated to wake you, but I have to get back to wc 
and I’m on the wrong side of the bed.’ 

‘My God, so do I! I only came home to chanf 
Oh, Aiden,’ Justine cried, jumping out of bed, weari 
only her Giants sweater. ‘Oh Aiden, what have you do 
to me?’ she availed, looking into her dressing tal 
mirror. 

‘It’s sad for a man’s best efforts to be so quid 
forgotten.’ 

‘Fool! I mean what have you done to my face? I doi 
know how to begin to fix it,’ Justine said, facing : 
unfamiliar, radiandy flaming visage. 

‘Leave it, darling. If anyone raises an eyebrow, say yv 


utter elegance of line spoke more eloquently of its 
provenance than could any museum curator. 

‘My God, it’s fucking incredible!’ Aiden said finally. 
‘I’m afraid to touch it,’ Justine murmured. ‘There’s 
got to be a mistake. That can’t possibly be for me.’ 

‘I saw the delivery instructions, they were explicit. I 
^vanted to sign for it but the guy said only Mademoiselle 
Loring could do that. Look at those legs - sycamore 
from paradise, and the carving is nothing short of 
genius.’ Aiden bent over the writing desk with its 
marquetry veneers and inlaid plaques of porcelain in 
wonder. ‘WTiat workmanship! Justine, this is a museum 
piece.’ 

‘How shabby it makes everything else look,’ Justine 
said in a detached tone of voice. The jewel of a writing 
table, on its slender, high, ormolu-decorated legs, stood 
on her faded, tattered, garage sale rag rug tvitli what 
struck her as haughty disdain, that of a purebred horse 
that had found itself in a livery stable. 

‘You’d certainly think twice before you used it,’ Aiden 
stud slowly. ‘It’s in perfect condition - not exactly your 
kind of thing. Is this your birthday, or something?’ 
‘No.’ 

‘Well aren’t you going to open the drawers - there 
must be a card in one of them.’ 

Justine stood motionless. Nobody but Necker could 
have sent her this rich and useless toy. 

‘Or, do you know who sent it?’ Aiden asked in a voice 
he tried to keep neutral. 

‘Now you’re the one who sounds suspicious,’ Justine 
snapped. 

‘This is the kind of fine French furniture that’s called 
“priceless,” Justine. Credit my course in Decorative Arts 
101 — but even priceless Furniture has a price. 
Depending on who this belonged to, it could be in the 
millions.’ 
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‘Oh, don’t be ridiculousl’ 

Alarmed and flustered, Justine opened each of the 
three square drawers, equal in size, that formed the top 
of the bonheur-du-jour 2 Lnd found nothing but elaborate 
compartments that divided the deep drawers for 
storage. Beneath the writing surface of the desk were 
three more drawers, and it was in the middle one, raised 
to give knee room, that she found a white envelope. 
She ripped it open and gave the card inside a quick 
glance. 

‘I’m counting the hours. J. N.’ 

Justine stuffed the card back into the envelope and 
quickly shut the drawer on it. 

‘L6ok, darling, you don’t owe me any explanations, 
Aiden said, looking at her closed face. ‘We’re both 
grown up and what’s past is past. But if there’s someone 
in your life who’s important to you — because obviously 
you’re important to him — I want to know if you re 
serious about him. It’s for my own self-protection - 
although it’s already much too late for that.’ 

‘There’s nobody in my life,’ Justine said angrily. 

‘Okay, if you say so.’ 

‘You don’t sound convinced,’ she accused him. 

‘I’ve just realized how little I know about you.’ 

‘I don’t know one damn thing more about you than 
you do about me.’ 

‘Nobody s sending me wildly expensive presents, you 
can count on that.’ 

‘Aiden, that’s rotten.’ 

‘Just realistic,’ 

She was not going to tell him. Justine thought clearly 
in the midst of her anger. Basically she knew very little 
about him. Sex, especially the kind of sex that made 
you wld enough to do things you’d never dreamed of, 
was the least trusworthy thing about any man, so why 
should she confide the deepest secret she’d ever had 
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to him? If he %vanted to think she had a rich lover, let 
him. Why shouldn’t she have one? Or ten? 

‘I have to get back to the office,’ she said coldly. ‘I'd 
be grateful if you’d put that thing somewhere where 
your guys won’t bunip into it.’ 

‘Am I going to see you tonight?’ 

‘No, I don’t think so. I need some time to m)’self.’ 

‘Fine. Have it your own uay,' he said, liis voice stiff 
and formal wth hurt. ‘But don’t forget to write whoever 
sent you this gem a very grateful thank-you note.’ 
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15 


Marco Lombardi walked resdessly and without any 
fixed purpose around the big workroom; panic and 
the attempt to flee panic the elements that kept 
him moving. The level of his anxiety twisted higher 
and higher as each day whirled past, bringing the 
test of his first collection. During his years as an 
assistant designer he had been impatiently convinced 
that he possessed a m^or talent and only the lack 
of proper backing was keeping him from proving it. 
Now, with little more than a week remaining before 
the possibility of overnight success, to his furious dis- 
belief all his plans seemed to be crumbling. He had a 
sick feeling in his bones, an intimation of potential 
failure. 

That very morning he’d ordered the entire collection 
brought into the workroom, not caring that, as was 
normal in the couture, much of it still lacked finishing 
touches: crucial embroidery hadn’t been delivered from 
the specialists; buttons and zippers hadn’t been placed; 
even some seams were still only basted. He’d slashed 
through the racks of suits, dre.sses and evening gowns, 
brutally throwing to the floor more than half the 
collection. Better to show nothing, he’d informed his 
stunned staff, in a high, cold fury, than to show anything 
that wasn’t perfect. Take everything away, he’d ordered, 
and never let him see those misbegotten rags again. The 
women scurried about, scooping up the offending 
garments with little chucks of commiseration, intending 
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judgment to blame her before, Janine reflected, as she 
paraded magnificently up the stairs to the locker where 
she kept her street clothes. She did not predict success 
for this new Italian boy, whose indisputable prettiness 
could never make up for his temper. And, of course, 
his display of vile, foreign manners would be held 
against him for years. She herself could hardly wait to 
tell her best friend, the chief fitting model at Chanel. 

In the fitting room no one dared speak. Marco threw 
the dress to one of the women in the room. ‘Have 
you people nothing to do but gape like morons? he 
demanded furiously. ‘Take these clothes away and get 
back to work. Out, everybody, this is not the circus! You, 
Madame Elsa, find me a new fitting model, not another 
used-up cow.’ 

Now, several hours later, Madame Elsa was still unable 
to locate a single suitable fitting model available at the 
last minute during this frantic period in the rhythm, of 
the couture. Too angry even to try to sketch, yet far 
more hideously humiliated by his loss of control in front 
of his employees than by the defection of Janine', Marco 
found himself reduced to waiting for Tinker .Osborn. 

The girl had the unspeakable effrontery to be three 
minutes late, he thought ferociously. He had promised, 
in a moment of weakness, to teach her how to walk, and 
instead of sitting here waiting when he returned from 
his hasty lunch, she was not even on time. His fury rose 
as he looked out of the window, and scanned the Rue 
Clement-Marot. Suddenly he spotted the unmistakable 
coral cloud of Tinker’s hair. The girl stood on \ the 
sidewalk, just below the window, all but buried in 
the embrace of a young man. Wlioever he was, he was 
so burly in his winter coat that he’d hidden her from 
sight as they’d run along the street. 

Tinker quickly forced herself to leave the shelter of 



Tom’s arms and timorously mounted the staircase to 
the room in which she’d been told she’d find Marco 
Lombardi. It w'as, she noted tvith apprehension, tlie 
same room in which she’d been disgraced. She knocked 
on the door and entered on his bark. 

Tou’re late,’ he said, not looking up from tlie long 
table at which he ^vas inspecting bolts of fabric. 

T’m terribly sorry - I ran — but we - I just couldn’t 
find a taxi.’ 

‘The reason you’re staying at the Plaza is that it’s 
just around the comer,’ he said, his voice icy. ‘You’re 
here to be at my disposal, or bave you forgotten so 
quickly?’ 

‘No, no, I haven’t . . . it’s just that I had lunch wth 
a friend and the \vaiter didn’t bring the check quickly 
. . . enough . , .’ she faltered. 

‘The friend I noticed from the wndow? Don’t expect 
me to swallow that one. Girls like you are the joke of 
every collection . . . not five minutes off the plane, one 
. gulp of the air of Paris, and off you trot like a bitch in 
heat, panting to spread yourdegs for the first lout you 
meet. I hope you took a good bath before you came 
here.’ 

‘It’s not.. . . that’s wong — ’ 

‘The hell it is! Save your breath. I know the story, he’s 
your long lost brother, your cousin, your uncle . . . you 
girls have as little shame as imagination, you’ll say 
anything but the tmth, he’s a cock %vith a man attached 
to it, nothing more. Take off your clothes.’ 

‘What!’ 

Your clothes, I need a fitting model.’ 

‘But . . . you said . - . my ^valk . . .’ 

‘A folly. I should never have agreed. However, right 
now I need a fitting model. Don’t remove your bra this 
time, try to behave as if you’re not in a striptease show. 
Take off your clothes or take the next plane back to 
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had become so much of a habit tliat he had stopped 
seeing her, Janine wth her dun-colored, elegant chig- 
non, her sallow complexion that not even her expert 
makeup could conceal and her predictably impeccable 
stance. 

Every' designer’s ideas must come from hundreds of 
sources, no one designs in a vacuum - who could 
possibly say, Marco asked himself, how much of his 
recent difficulties stemmed from sheer boredom witli 
Janine, a boredom that had been confused in his mind 
with a lack of faith in his ideas? 

Now this one, with the freshness of contrast created 
by her hair and her skin, her youth tliat needed little 
makeup, and her utter lack of sophistication, her body 
that, in every one of its lines, was unfamiliar to him, 
from her ridiculous way of holding her shoulders back 
like a soldier, so strictly that she \vas standing un- 
naturally straight, to the tautness of her rib cage - now 
this one . . . yes, this one gave him new ideas. 

The very ignorance that maddened him nevertheless 
made her utterly different from Janine. He’d often 
asked himself how much a model invested a design with 
her. own individuality or whether the design could 
totally transform a model. Sometimes one dynamic took 
over, sometimes the other, but a couturier never truly 
knew what to expect until he saw his sketched ideas 
worked out on a human body. 

As he continued to study Tinker, it occurred suddenly 
to Marco that there \vas no lace in his collection. Lace 
had seemed a matronly medium to him this spring - at 
least lace combined wth Janine — but something about 
this girl called for lace, something told him that she 
could make lace young again, he thought, quickly 
unwrapping bolts of black Chantilly lace folded around 
oblongs of cardboard. The elaborate yet dainty floral 
design was widely spaced on the fine webbing and each 


245 


silken bolt was so light that precious meters of it 
weighed very little. 

Marco draped two lengths of lace over his arms. He 
placed the center of one full length over each of 
Tinker’s shoulders, totally veiling her in a soft, light 
cloud that drifted into pools on the floor. He stepped 
back and looked at her in detached appraisal. It was a 
shame, he thought, that he couldn’t send her out on 
the runway like that, emphasizing nothing but the 
beauty of the fabric; no construction, no lining, no 
seams, no decoration, her height and her leanness 
making a gesture, a suggestion of grace through the 
design — yes, the black and white contrast of an almost 
colorless face, the plume of red hair and superb black 
lace trailing, scrolling, fanning out behind her - but 
what rich woman would pay for something she could 
buy in a fabric store and play with for her own amuse- 
ment? 

Rapidly Marco attacked the fabric. He pinched 
and bunched the material here and there, using pins 
expertly to create shoulders, indicate the line of 
the sleeves, and suggest a high neckline. He pinned the 
lace wide open at the back, from shoulders to waist, and 
adroitly tied the two lengths together into an enormous 
bow at Tinker s waist, its ends long enough to make 
a. short train. He studied the effect in the mirror, 
approving of the way in which the fabric now stretched 
backward in an illusion of flight, away from the body. 
But the hair would never do, he decided. There was too 
much of it, it fought the sweeping line of the lace, 

•Your hair must be up,’ Marco said. ‘Did you bring 
hairpins with you?’ 

‘No.’ 

^ou should be better prepared,’ he said curtly. 
‘Don t move. In a minute Marco discovered the box of 
hairpins that Janine had forgotten, in its usual place on 


the accessory table. Taking several of them in his hand 
he faced Tinker and began to lift the hair that fell on 
one side of her face. Only then did he glance at the 
face and notice that it reflected no emotion at all. She 
had made herself as neutral as the blankest can\’as, and 
he found neutieJity in a model even more deadening 
than a show of temperamenL Damn the creature! If he 
wanted the negative vibrations of an inexpressive face 
and a pair of lifeless eyes he might as well have kept 
Janine. But now he needed this particular litde cunt. He 
had to have unlimited use of her, he’d realized that 
from the instant she’d made him feel like working in 
lace. 

‘Has no one ever created a dress on you before?’ he 
asked her. 

Tinker made a short negative sound. 

This fool still had the presumption to be angry at 
him, Marco realized. She should be thanking the lucky 
stars that had put her in this position at this moment, 
but no, she was giving herself airs and graces, as if she 
had a right to be hurt because he hadn’t greeted her 
with delight She showed a total lack of professionalism 
but there was nothing to be done but charm her. 

‘I find that surprising,’ Marco said, his voice -deepen- 
ing into warmth. ‘Admittedly you can’t strut, but when 
you stand still you’re an inspiration. It’s not an ordinary 
role. After all, anyone can learn to walk, and I haven’t 
forgotten that I promised to teach you, but how many 
models can say they’ve inspired an artist?’ 

Tinker stared silently ahead, past his left ear. 

“You look tired,’ Marco said sympathetically, lifting a 
few tendrils of her hair. She made not the slightest 
response, not a twitch of an eyelash. 

Attention, he thought, she has the nerve to insist on 
attention before she will consent to come alive again. 
Marco plunged both his hands deeply into the roots of 
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Tinker’s hair and sofdy massaged her scalp with his 
fingertips. ‘You need to relax,’ he murmured, as 
his fingers continued their light, intimate, unmistak- 
able caress, ‘even if I can’t let you sit down yet’ He 
worked his fingers slowly all the way from her hairline 
to the nape of her neck in a way that he knew had to 
feel irresistibly delicious. ‘Any better?’ he asked as he 
quickly pinned up her hair. 

‘I said I was okay,’ Tinker said with no change of tone, 
holding her head motionless, as if he hadn’t touched 
her. A river of anger rising from her gut made her 
clench her fists until her nails bit half-moons into 
her palms. 

She was stubborn, Marco thought, turning away to 
unwrap more lace to fill in the wide gap in the front of 
the dress, where the fabric had been pulled apart to 
form the bow in the back. She was hostile, sullen, 
unforgiving. Normally, if she were this unpleasant he 
would have thrown her out by now. However something 
entirely unexpected, something deeply important had 
just happened to him. 

As Marco touched Tinker’s scalp and felt its warmth 
he had released a fragrance that was natural to her, a 
fragrance that acted on his imagination as a powerful 
stimulus. Suddenly ideas, unbidden, were leaping in his 
mind, fresh, thrilling ideas, so vivid and complete that 
he knew absolutely that there was no need to stop and 
note them in his sketchbook because he would never 
forget them. And Tinker was the source of these ideas. 

This girl had a.quality! He could have never guessed 
it until this minute, but now he knew that he would 
design from her. A full day’s work with her would yield 
an entire group of sketches that would complement and 
elevate the best designs in his entire spring collection. 
Far more important, they would give the entire collec- 
tion that extra leap into true originality that he’d 


known, and fought admitting, had been missing all 
along. 

Marco Lombardi’s anxiety left him entirely, he felt 
possessed of the full mastery for which he had worked 
so many years, the strong foundation of craftsmanship 
that had been obscured, for terrible months, by the 
need to perform. Now he ^vas standing firmly astride 
the welling center of his talent, through some magic 
that mysteriously had been unleashed by a particular 
girl. 

He turned back to her as she stood motionless, her 
naked body exposed yet framed by lace, her shoulders, 
neck and arms covered, her torso bare and white except 
for her bra. He must construct the top of the dress over 
bare skin. Nothing could do the ball goAvn justice on 
the runway unless it had the drama of the girl’s body 
naked from the waist up. 

Deftly Marco unhooked Tinker’s bra and slipped it 
out from the half-finished construction. T was wrong, 
no bra under lace.’ She made no sign that she noticed 
her breasts springing free as Marco pinned a long piece 
of lace at her neckline, again covering her to the floor. 
Flat to the body in front, the drama of the bow at the 
back, yes, but it still lacks shape.’ 

Quickly Marco used pins to outline the shape of her 
body from her underarms to her knees where he let the 
fabric spring out into ripples. Impersonally he ran his 
hands along the sides of her body and used more pins 
to mold the lace so that it lost its last wrinkle. 

He stepped back again, judging the result of his work 
as pure line, pure drama. Suddenly, startlingly, his focus 
changed and Marco saw Tinker as a man sees a woman. 
He stepped forward and deliberately put his hands on 
her breasts, lingering on their -delicate upward curves, 
weighing their light aind luscious mass, * Avithout any 
pretense of fitting. 
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Tinker fought successfully to stand as stolidly as 
before, too molten with fury to trust herself to move. 
She thought clearly thfough her emotion. She could let 
him paw her and get what she wanted or she could 
tell him to go to hell, rip off the dress and get out of 
here, out of Paris, out of the competition. There were 
no other options. Win, Tinker told herself, I choose to 
win. At that moment Marco brushed his thumbs over 
each of her nipples with a' deliberate contact that was 
so delicate that it was almost imperceptible. 

Without thinking. Tinker stepped slightly backtvard 
with a single controlled and dignified motion. 

‘Don’t worry,’ he assured her, pretending to mis- 
understand. ‘No one else will see them clearly, you can 
be sure of that ... so very pale a pink . . . only I know 
exactly where they are . . . they are bigger . . . and more 
sensitive . . . than I saw the other day, but they will be 
almost invisible . . . that quality of mystery will add an 
immense allure! Those pigs of photographers will go 
crazy for you in this gown . . , and just as crazy about 
the other splendid designs I’m going to create just for 
you. You’ll set off a stampede with those gentlemen of 
the press. Tinker, you’re going to be the star of the 
show, I intend to make sure of that’ 

‘How much is your intention worth?’ Tinker asked, 
each word iced with hard suspicion. She had suddenly 
realized that she had gained the upper hand with Marco 
Lombardi. The impatient quiver of his voice, the raw 
sincerity that emanated from him when he spoke of 
designing for her - it all added up to truth, at least the 
kind of truth he was capable of. 

‘How can you wonder? It’s totally within my power. I 
make those decisions, no one else.’ 

You promised to teach me how to walk. You haven’t 
done even that, and now you say I’H be the star of tlic 
show. You insulted me when I arrived and now you 



promise me the moon. You change from minute to 
minute. Why should I count on you?’ 

‘I was in the foulest of moods before you came. I 
admit that I took it out on you,’ he said, annoyed at the 
need to apologize to a model. “You might try to 
understand what I’ve been going through.’ 

Tinker continued to glare at him tvith unblinking 
challenge, her eyes as deeply silver as if they were 
reflecting stars. 


Reluctantly looking for a %¥ay to prove his sincerity, 
M^co realized that in his excitement of finding his 
abilities fresh and alive and intact, he still hadn’t shown 
her the dress he’d just pinned. That would bring her 
around! He rummaged quickly in the trays of costume 
jewelry on the accessory table until he found a pair of 
ong glittering pendants. ‘Let me show you.’ Marco 
approached Tinker and clasped an earring on each of 
er ears. Now, turn carefully, very carefully, and look 
at yourself in the mirror, and tell me what you see.’ 

inker gazed %dth growing amazement at her reflec- 
tion, a self she had never imagined, a creature who had 
s ipped through time from another century, a gracious 
infinite possibility and grandeur, a creature 
who was not a girl but a polished woman who had 
cen bom to carry precious lace and wear magnificent 
jewels, a woman whose skin gleamed through the 
elaborate material with a!n authority of whiteness she 
3d never known it possessed, a polished, glowng, 
teigning woman whose flowering skirts showed ^ 
totalizing hint of legs through their ore 

whose eyes outshone her earrings, whose ro 

becomingly arranged than she had ever g 
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beautiful you are, cara, is that not the proof? Could I 
possibly not use you when you are a star already, a 
natural star? How often do you think I’ve had this 
possibility?’ 

Tinker shook off his fingers impatiently. She met his 
eyes sharply in the mirror and saw that they were 
unfocused with pleasure, as if he were unaware that he 
had been touching her. 

Yes, he mused, yes, in spite of the great glamour he 
would bestow on her, she was still basically unspoiled, 
she still possessed all the vulnerability and ineptness 
that had caused him to volunteer to work with her in 
the first place. The day the three girls had first come 
to be inspected, he had promised himself a delicious 
interlude with Tinker. As much as he appreciated 
accomplished models, it was always an ungainly gid 
who had the power to arouse him. Jordan and April, 
charming though they were, already knew far too much 
for his particular tastes. 

But when Tinker had walked toward him, mord- 
fied, unable to hide her embarrassment, his cock had 
twitched and filled and risen quickly under his trousers. 
As clearly as if it were taking place, he imagined her 
falling to her knees on the floor in front of him. She 
would perhaps be unwilling — oh, yes, most certainly 
unwilling - but too flustered, too intimidated to protest. 
He would inform her of his needs and watch her as she 
opened his belt and his zipper with tremulous fingers. 
As slowly as she dared she would force herself to bend 
her head toward his cock, still not fully hard, and take 
him awkwardly into her dry, quivering mouth. She 
would work on him with an intoxicating, uncertain 
clumsiness, gauche and disconcerted, not knowng 
whether to lick or suck or even how to touch him 
properly wth her fingers, fumbling, painfully reluctant 
in her lack of experience, a.s he grew thicker arid longer. 


spurred by the rare delight of innocence, that space 
to which he ^vas addicted. He could prolong her in- 
nocence, give her no help at all, mock her for her 
attempts, hold back his orgasm almost indefinitely until 
he finally chose -to give her a few words of such explicit 
instruction that he could lose himself and come in her 
mouth. Of all the methods he had devised to break a 
girl in, making her suck him dry ^vas by far the most 
direct and effective. Then, taking his time, lingering 
over details, he would spend weeks until he trained her 
to please him perfectly, to learn each one of his exacting 
ways. When she was expert, when she was no longer new 
or innocent, he would pass her along to a friend. To 
Dart Benedict perhaps, in return for a special favor . . . 
'Marco? ■ 

Tinker’s sharp, angry voice entered his fantasy. 
Marco, the walkl That’s what I’m here for, not to watch 
you moon into the goddamn mirror! When are you 
going to teach me the runway tricks I need to know?’ 

He sighed in irritation as he put away his thoughts 
and turned to the business at hand. 

*¥00 ve made your runway walk into an imaginary 
barrier,’ he told Tinker. ‘That doesn’t mean that you 
don t truly believe in it, simply that it does not exist. 
You have two feet, two legs, you’ve ivalked all your life. 
All you lack is attitude, and attitude isn’t how you walk 
but how you’re feeling about yourself while you walk. I 
realize that you believe, in your negative "way, that it has 
to be instinctive, that you haven’t got the knack. You’re 
Wong and I’ll prove it. Can you dance?’ 

'Dance? 

Yes, dance.’ 

‘I even stink at disco because I can’t let myself go 
enough to do it right.’ 

‘Have you ever had dance lessons?’ 

‘No.’ 
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‘I thought as much. I’m going to have you taught to 
tango.’ 

‘What goddamn good will that do?’ Tinker shouted 
in vivid disappointment, glaring at him, arms akimbo. 
‘I’ve got two left feet. It’s the most useless idea I’ve.ever 
heard.’ 

‘Now listen to me. I’ve used the tango before with 
girls who had your problem, and it worked for them. 
You’re too young to know, but the tango is the ultimate 
dance of passion. A dance of arrogance and authonty, 
but above all, passion. Anybody, even you Tinker, can 
learn enough in a course of intensive tango training to 
absorb some of that passion. Then when you walk on 
the runway you’ll gather yourself into yourself in such a 
passionate way that you’ll move with the power of the 
tango, the seduction of the tango.’ 

‘Bullshit!’ 

Marco ignored her, putting a tape in a tape deck that 


lay on the accessory table. 

‘Tomorrow we work all day with my assistants, tvith 
everyone in the house I need to execute my sketches. 


he informed her. ‘After that, we’ll work every afternoon, 
right up to the show if we have to. Each morning you 11 
have tango lessons with Sehora Varga, a magnificent 
woman, the best tango teacher in Paris, who’ll teach 


you the man’s part since you’ll be walking forward, not 
backward, as the woman normally does. You’re going 
to tango three solid hours every single morning and 
tango in your dreams every night, and when I work with 


you. I’ll play tango tapes. When you get the tango in 
your blood you’ll be different in ways you can’t begin 
to imagine now, so listen now, listen to the music while 


I unpin you.’ 

Shaking her head in bitter dismay, Tinker listened as 
the taped music filled the room. It had a strong beat, 
sure, but how the hell was that going to give her an 



‘attitude’? She damn well wasn’t going to dance her way 
do^vn the runway! Was Marco merely trying to use her 
as selfishly as possible, reducing her to a high-class 
fitting model who spent her mornings learning the 
tango and her afternoons being his ‘inspiration,’ for all 
the good that would ever do her? Would she ever leam 
enough to be competitive with Jordan and April, or \vas 
this just another cruel trick of a cruel man? 

Marco finally released her from her lace cage. 

‘Put your clothes back on and sit down for a few 
minutes, while I talk to you. The tango isn’t hard but 
it’s a precise dance without a single sloppy move. It has 
clear, simple rules, and that’s why you’re going to be 
able to leam it - you will never have to “let yourself 
go’’ - that thing that bothers you so much. You never 
have to improvise. The movements of the dance itself zvill 
give you attitude. A fat old woman becomes seductive 
when she does the tango. You’ll leam exactly how to 
hold your whole body from the position of your head 
to the way you point your fingertips and toes. If you 
follow the mles it’s impossible to fail.’ 

‘What kind of mles?’ Tinker asked, interested in 
spite of herself. If she was anything at all, it was some- 
one who had always been good at strict obedience to 
rules. 

‘In the tango you are attached to the earth. It’s a level 
dance, no bouncing. Your whole foot is on the floor 
except when you have to lift your heel to move your 
foot. Your knees are always slightly flexed. That’s the first 
rule, flexed knees. There is only one beat, no matter 
what the step. Slow, slow, quick, quick, slow. You never 
have to leam more than that. Flexed knees, slow, slow, 
quick, quick, slow — how difficult does that sound?’ 

‘Too easy to be tme.’ 

‘On your feet, you’ve rested long enough.’ Marco 
turned off the tape. ‘I’m going to teach you the basic 
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step right now, so you’ll understand how simple it is. 
Every other step follows the same exact beat.’ 

‘The man’s part?’ 

‘No. I’ll lead, but you’ll get the idea. Feet together, 
pull yourself up from your waist, shoulders level, but 
normal, not like a soldier, neck long . . . no, you can 
make it longer than that . . . head proud, eyes wide 
open, absolutely no smile. I’ll walk you through the 
basic step very slowly without music.’ 

Marco stood facing Tinker from a distance of some 
eight inches and put her left hand on his right shoulder. 
‘Look over my shoulder, not at me.’ He grasped her 
other hand in dance position. ‘Now, flex your knees. 
MoreP 

Feeling utterly foolish. Tinker gazed into the comer 
of the room. 

‘When I say “slow” walk back on your right foot and 
when I say “slow” again, walk back on your left foot. 

They took two deliberate, backward steps in slow 
motion. ‘Keep your knees flexed! Now when I say 
“quick,” another step back on your right foot. On the 
second “quick,” a step sideways, to the left on your left 
foot Then when I say “slow’.’ drag your right foot across 
to your left foot and stop.’ 

He led her powerfully through the last three steps, 
preventing her from wavering. 

‘That’s it,’ Marco said. “You’ve just done the basic 
step.’ 

‘You were holding me up.’ 

‘Because we were doing it so slowly that you could 
have lost your balance. With music it goes so quickly 
that there’s no problem. Now, we’ll walk through it 
again without music. I want you to say the slows and tlie 
quicks with me out loud.’ 

‘Oh, for goodness sake!’ 

‘Stop being such a self-conscious child! Slow! Slow! 



Quickj quick, slow, damfi if/ That’s better. And again. And 
again.’ He led her twenty times around the room until 
Tinker found herself matching the steps and the words 
automatically. 

‘Now, rvith music,’ Marco said. 

‘Can’t I wait till the first real lesson?’ Tinker pleaded, 
panicked again. 

‘No, you cannoL’ Marco put the tape on and walked 
back to Tinker. ‘Doesn’t that music make you "want to 
dance?’ 

‘Nol’ 


*¥00 re a liar. From now on, no more walking, no 
more talldng. NowP 

They circled the big room, the only sound their feet 
^d the music. After a shal^ start, Tinker found the 
beat, and soon, sooner than she would ever have 
eheved, she found herself dancing in a sense of 
eightened consciousness. She became a big, resplen- 
cnt, masterful cat, a great, prowling, sure-footed, 
arrogant cat, full of indisputable pride, a cat whose 
territory no one would dare invade. The beat of the 
msistent music became her cavalier, the music infused 
er wi its strength and grace, the music made her 

orget at she couldn’t dance, because while it lasted, 
she could. She could! 


^osfo/ Enough.’ Marco danced her over to the sofa 
and rele^ed her so that they both fell backward, side 

^ minute. So, now, what do you 
mk. Unwilling to admit it, aren’t you? But you were 
doing the t^go, no mistake about that.’ 

inker blushed wth deep pleasure. She was 
nppmg wet, her sweater clung to her in patches, and 
forehead into her eyes. 

Ki '’ff'ring her a handkerchief. ^ 

'“her face he inhaled the pungen^ 
natural aroma mth brutal pleasure, savoring the 
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of his instant arousal. There would never be a better 
opportunity, he thought through a haze of lust. While 
she continued to dry her face he opened his trousers 
in a quick, stealthy gesture. With a deft, strong move 
and the advantage of surprise Marco grabbed Tinker’s 
wrists and flung her to the floor, locking his knees 
around her body. 

‘Take it in your mouth,’ he ordered. 

'Nof She screamed as loudly as she could, rearing 
backward. 

‘There’s no one left in the building. Do it!’ 

‘The hell I will!’ 

Her resistance inflamed him. It was exactly what he 
wanted. 

‘Have you ever had a hard cock in your mouth?’ he 
asked, savoring the words. ‘Have you ever sucked a man 
until he came? No, of course not This will be your first 
time.’ 

'Let me gof Tinker struggled as violently as possible 
but she was immobilized. 

‘Not until you’ve taken it between your lips. Not until 
you’ve tasted it. I won’t permit you to stop. Look at it. 
LookP He pulled her by her wrists until she was forced 
to bend forward at the waist. ‘How can I let you go when 
it’s so hard? Don’t you know that when I’m in your 
mouth you’ll own me, you innocent child? Don’t you 
want that power?’ 

‘Power?’ Tinker asked in a muffled voice, ceasing to 
struggle. 

‘I’ll teach you something that will give you power over 
every man alive.’ 

‘That?’ Tinker said wondcringly. ‘Only that?' 

‘Yes. That.’ 

‘You’re hurting my wrists,’ she whimpered. 

‘Bend your head and take it in your mouth,’ he said, 
his voice thick. 


‘My ^vrists ... I can’t bend . . She was on the verge 
of tears. 

He let go of one of her wrists and put his free hand 
behind her head, pushing it totvard his cock. Tinker 
stiffened her neck until his attention tvas focused on 
pushing her head dotvn. Then, wth a lightning move- 
ment, she grabbed his balls with her free hand and 
squeezed them as tightly as she could. 

‘Aah!’ he screeched, gasping in pain. 

'You sick, evil bastard! If you ever touch me again I’ll 
kill you.’ With both hands free now she squeezed even 
harder. Til never be in a room alone with you agjun. 
Do you ^vant to work without me? - I’ll go or stay — your 
choice.’ 

, ‘Stay,’ he grunted. 

‘I thought you’d say that. I believe we understand 
each other now, innocent though I am.’ 

‘Let go!’ 

Tinker held his balls in one final wenching squeeze. 
Know what I was famous for in high school, Marco?’ 
‘Damn you!’- 

The best blow job in town.' See you tomorrow.’ 
Tinker was out of the door, shaking but still grinning 
at her lie, a long time before Marco "was even able to 
move. 
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If I had to bet on it, I’d say that Tinker had un- 
questionably won the jackpot. 

There had been a couple of free days during which 
Lombardi sent word that he didn’t need any of the girls 
and didn’t have time for Tinker. I was deeply concemed 
that he didn’t mean to keep his promise to her, but at 
least the time was used by Mike, who had the three girls 
at his disposal - by now he must have exposed enough 
film to fill ten issues of Zing. Then yesterday, Tinker 
had been selected for special treatment by Lombardi. 

I didn’t know about it until he called me a half hour 
ago, while I was eating breakfast, to inform me of her 
new schedule: tango lessons in the mornings, after- 
noons working for him in his atelier. I asked him what 
I could do to help and he said that since he had 
arranged for one of the Hmos to be permanently 
assigned to Tinker there was nothing else she needed. 
No, the photographer was most definitely not welcome 
to pollute the concentration of the tango lessons nor, 
most particularly, was Mike to interrupt his work with 
Tinker. We were to leave her to him and his staff and 
to Senora Varga, and not bother him with questions: 
his time was at a premium. 

Naturally I immediately checked this all out with 
Tinker, the anointed, who, for a change, I managed to 
find in her suite taking a bath. She promised me that 
she could handle the pressure. 

‘It’s an overly heavy schedule,’ I warned her. ‘You’re 
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spending almost every night on the Left Bank wth some 
guy. Now you’ll be dandng all morning and siaitding 
on your feet being Fitted all afternoon - that’s just crazy 
pressure, Tinker. You’d be giving yourself much better 
odds if you moved back to the hotel ... at least you'd 
have your evenings free to soak your feet, get a good 
night s sleep alone in your own bed ... I don’t have to 
remind you how much there’s at stake. I have a responsi- 
bility to you, Tinker, and you have a responsibility to 
yourself. You know what Justine would say.’ 

Oh, Frankie, I don’t give a damnl I don’t care what 
you say, I c^’t not be with Tom. He’s what keeps me 
going. Oh, if you only knew him you’d understand!’ 

‘So introduce me.’ 

I “will, I promise, but not yet. It’s too soon ... I want 
him all to myself.’ 

Tinker, I hope to God that you’re as strong as you 
ink you are,’ I said with real worry. Tinker was so 
ame -with a combination of love and ambition that 
s e ivas beyond reasoning wth. If she insisted on 
uming the candle in the middle as well as at both 

i! literally \vasn’t anything I could do, short 
o physical restraint, to stop her. Justine and I both knew 
at she had magic and now lx>mb 2 u:di did too. Maybe, 
after dl, it was this Tom who had given her the special 
visibility, the new glow of self-assurance that Lombardi 

responded to? 

While 1 was mulling over how delicately I could break 
this significant, unwelcome, and sure-to-be-upsetting 
development to April and Jordan, Mike Aaron called 
on the house phone. 

‘Frankie, it’s another magnificent day.’ 

‘Oh, be my guest, just take the girls again,’ I 
sputtered. T don’t care if it’s good weather or bad 
they’re yours, all except Tinker, she has to work’ Did 
It matter how many unnecessary pictures he took? 
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‘No, that’s not why I called. I’ve been feeling terrible 
about that lie I told the other night.’ 

‘Huh?’ 

‘Telling everybody that we’d been at the Louvre. It 
eats away at me. And then you rubbed it in that none 
of them had gone. Don’t you see that we’ve put 
ourselves into a position of cultural superiority that we 
don’t deserve, and I feel that’s distinctly immoral.’ 

‘I’m sure nobody remembers or gives a damn.’ What 
was wrong with him? 

‘No, they remember - I can see them thinking that 
Mike and Frankie went to the Louvre and we didn’t, we 
missed out on it — it’s something you’d have to be a 
photographer to notice, but it’s there in their eyes all 
right. A sort of sadness, a kind of deprivation.'' 

‘That could become a real problem,’ I said seriously, 
feeling my heart beginning to wake up and take notice. 

‘So what I thought is, you and I could sneak off to 
the Louvre today but we won’t tell anybody, never 
mention it. That way we’ll make reparations, even if 
we’re the only ones who know it.’ 

‘Hramm.’ 

‘Don’t you agree that it’s the only right thing to do?’ 

‘I’m really not sure, morally speaking,’ I said thought- 
fully. *¥00 still told a lie, and this could be considered 
just another lie, coming on top of the first, a cover-up, 
compounding the first one. Maybe you should check 
with your rabbi.’ No way you get away with this so easily, 
Aaron, I thought. -- 

‘Jesus!’ 

‘Why not? If you can reach Him.’ 

‘Frankie, will you please go to the Louwe with me 
today?’ 

‘I’d enjoy that,’ I made myself say sedately. ‘But why 
didn’t you just ask in the first place?’ 

‘It made it seem like a date thing.’ 


■Well, is it or isn’t it?’ I wanted to get this absolutely 
straight before I let myself get too excited. 

‘Well . . . yeah, it is. But date things - 1 haven’t done 
them in years. That’s kid stuff.’ 

‘Not where I come from. Your problem is you moved 
to the city. You’re too far from your roots. Manhattan 
has crazy rules ... in Brooklyn we still do date things, 
all the time.’ 

‘Could we possibly discuss this in person? I like 
hearing you tell me what’s wong wth me, but it’s more 
fun to watch you while you do iL This conversation is 
degenerating into what my mother calls “hanging on 
the phone.’’ ’ 

‘I’ll meet you in the lobby in an hour.’ 

‘Can’t you make it sooner? Your phone’s been busy 
or I’d have asked earlier,’ 

‘Date things never take less than an hour prep time,’ 

I said severely, dancing wildly around the phone cord. 

‘I guess, if you say so.’ 

‘See you later.’ 

I hung up and rushed into the dressing room. I’d 
already had my bath and I’d been bmshing out and 
admiring my new hair when Lombardi called. After 
several cautious attempts I’d finally dared to use enough 
henna to turn into a dark redhead. It was, I had to 
admit, rather becoming. Hell, it was magnificenL 
Donna, I implored silently, help me out here. I’ve 
never been a redhead before. I need your great brain, 
Donna, my own has turned to electrified marshmallow. 
I made my way through the row of hangers, trying to 
think redhead thoughts. 

Green . . . obviously there were a variety, of greens, 
the natural choice, but was I going to make my debut 
as a redhead wearing green like the m^ority of other 
redheads on earth? No, for my coming but I intended 
to make a major redhead statement, and not in any of 
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the subtle browns, blacks or ivories, some of which I'd 
already worn. Justine had been wildly generous but 
when I’d eliminated all the obvious colors, all that was 
left was a tunic with matching trousers. The tunic had 
a generously cut turtleneck and a wide belt, and both 
pieces were made in a stretch wool in a fascinating color 
that wasn’t quite plum or precisely grape -• more like 
an eggplant, a rich, luscious eggplant, a moody purple 
with a lot of black in it. 

I held the tunic up to my face and even on the hanger 
I could tell that I’d found my answer. The eggplant 
made my hair come more bumingly alive, in some way 
only an artist could understand. I was fast approaching 
a potential Paul Mitchell approval radng, I bought as 
I did my makeup with hands that stayed blessedly steady 
even though my mind was zigzagging with a thousand 
considerations. A date! he’d figured out an absurd 
excuse to set it up, which made it so much more 
meaningful than if he’d just said, ‘Come on, .we might 
as well go to the Louvre, I’ve got nothing better to do, 
which would have been perfectly natural and in his style. 

Fact. Mike Aaron, after almost a week .of seeing me 
daily, wanted to get me off alone, without the others 
knowing. Was there any other way to view this develop- 
ment except as a sign of some degree, however small, 
of . . . interest, no matter how mild? 

As I zipped up my wonderful eggplant pieces, 1 
thought that if there was ever a day to begin to lead a 
redhead s life, it was today. Big silver hoops for my ears, 
to match my belt buckle, and wide silver bracelets. The 
black coat over my arm, my black boots - I looked at 
myself in the mirror and shook my head in amazement. 
Why had I spent so many years dressing for a dance 
student role that was no longer mine, when I could have 
looked like a woman out to do damage of a very mature 
nature? 



‘Frankie, this is just a date,’ -I said to tlie mirror,’ 
sternly. ‘Only a date. Nothing to get in a tizzy about. 
People have dates all the time. They don’t mean 
anything special. Just a way to get through the day.’ The 
sound of my voice only made me feel more nervous. I 
don t normally talk to myself out loud. 

I walked into the lobby feeling so self-conscious that 
I had to fight the need to put on my sunglasses, but I 
elt dramatic enough wthout going over the top. Mike 
^vas standing there Mth his back to the elevators, 
looking massively impatient. I stopped for a minute 
e ore he saw me, just taldng him in from head to toe. 
t ^vasn t just his height or the field of energy he walked 
around in that made him stand out in that lobby. It was 
a so the details; the fine, unkempt shape of his head, 
e arrogance of his big, handsome nose, the confident 
of his lips, the muscles in his strong neck. And 
ere tvas not one single camera hung around his neckl 

t^h, help me, Lordl 

Am I late?’ I asked, slipping around into his field of 
vision. 


No, half an hour early.’. 

Then why are you looking like that?’ 
Like what?’ . ^ 


‘Impatient.’ 

I didn’t know I was. Oh, shitl Hi, Jordan. Hi, 
April.’ 

Frankie! What did you do to your hair?’ April asked, 
gasping. 

‘My God, it’s - too beautiful'. And where’d you fn^ 
that marvelous thing you have on?’ Jordan deman e 

‘Sorry, girls, Frankie doesn’t have time to gab-^ 

Up, Frankie, the guys in the darkroom won t 
forever.’ 

‘What darkroom?’ April demanded curious ^ 

‘The Zing darkroom. Maxi Ambervi e se 
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- she wants Frankie to look at the contacts and let her 
know what she thinks.’ He grabbed me by the arm. 

‘Can we come too?’ Jordan suggested with Uvely 
interest. 

‘Maxi’d eat me alive if I let models see contacts. You 
ought to know that. See you later, girls.’ 

‘Why don’t we all meet for lunch somewhere fun?’ 
April said. ‘I’ll let Maude know, she can join us.’ 

‘Impossible,’ Mike said firmly. ‘Frankie and I have to 
go scout locations in the Paris sewers. No lunch for us 
today. Go shopping, you two, take the day off. I’ve 
worked you hard enough.’ 

'SewersT I heard April wondering, as we escaped 
toward the lobby door and into a taxi. 

‘What lies you’ll tell not to tell a lie about a lie you’ve 
told,’ I marveled. 

*I can’t believe my imaginative capacities. Do you 
think they guessed?’ 

‘They’ll never find out,’ I said, comfortingly. ‘I almost 
believed you myself.’ 

‘But there is a famous sewer system and people really 
visit it.’ 

‘We should swing by the sewers after the Louvre,’ I 
suggested, ‘if that’s going to trouble you.’ 

‘Maybe another time. It’s dark down there, alligators 
all over the place most likely, like in New York. And 
sewers don’t count, they don’t give you the aesthetic 
stature of going to the Louvre.’ 

‘But they do show that you have a genuine interest 
in history, Mike. And archaeology. And sanitation. What 
is ciwlization without sanitation? That makes three more 
areas of superiority we'll appear to have. The girls will 
develop heavy-duty inferiority complexes - you should 
never have mentioned sewers. Did you see the look on 
Jordan's face? She was really impressed.’ 

‘I’m going to have to teach you not to laugh at me.’ 



'You and wlio else?’ 

I guess I must have given him a smile loaded with 
redhead power because the next thing I knew’ Mike w’as 
kissing me in a way that shut me up as effectively as if 
I’d fainted. I may have actually fainted, because the next 
thing I clearly remember was the cab stopping. Could 
we have been kissing all the wy to the Louwe? Con- 
sidering my condition, the fact that I was more or less 
paralyzed, gasping for breath, yet more alive than I’d 
ever been in my life, there was every reason to believe 
that was what might have happened. One thing rvas 
certain, I hadn’t played hard to get. 

Frankie. Open your eyes. I have to pay the driver.’ 
Bribe him to go awa^)' and leave us here,’ I whispered, 

keeping my eyes closed' tightly, ‘make him rent us the 
taxi.’ 

I Avould but he’s already stopped his meter and 
there’s a policeman looldng inquisitive and a couple of 
people who’re waiting to get into this taxi. We have to 
get out Let go of me, just for a second, you beautiful, 
silly baby.’ 

I can’t. I would if I could but I can’t.’ I really 
couldn’t I’d been waiting at least half my life to feel 
like this, but I’d never dreamed it would be so — there 
were no words for it Whatever I ^vas feeling, language 
cpuldii’t express it 

Sweetheart, we’re at the Louvre.’ 

‘What about the Louvre?’ 

‘We’re going to go in, remember? We have a date.’ 

‘Really?’ I tried to remember. Mike Aaron had kissed 
me, God knows how often. He’d called me beautiful, 
he’d called me baby, he’d called me sweetheart and he 
expected me to remember something about a date? 

‘Yes, really. A Brooklyn-style date.’ 

‘I guess maybe you’re right,’ I sighed langmdly, 
opening my eyes. I unclasped my hands from around 
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Mike’s neck, finger by finger, and released him, or semi- 
released him, kissing his jaw wth tiny kisses from his 
earlobe to his chin, and then down his neck, while he 
fiimbled for his wallet. His neck alone was a place a 
person could kiss all day without getting bored, I 
thought as I pried myself reluctantly away. I felt that if 
I broke the contact between his skin and my skin some 
rending, terrible thing would happen. 

Mike seemed to feel the same way because he 
managed to get his wallet open and pay the cabdriver 
with only one hand, while holding me very tightly with 
the other. All the way from the cab to the entrance to 
the IxDuvre, he hugged me hard with both his arms 
clasped around my shoulders, while he kissed the top 
of my head, which is not an easy way to walk, but in 
Paris w'ho notices? We had to separate at the escalator, 
but we still managed to hold hands, and at the bottom 
we peeled off to one side and stood up against the first 
wall we came to and kissed a lot more, until it became 
a clear choice of stopping or making an outrageous 
spectacle of ourselves in fbll sight of everyone visiting 
the m^'or tourist attraction in all of Europe. 

‘Just a whirl, darling,’ Mike muttered in my ear, ‘we’ll 
just give it a quick whirl since we’re here.’ 

We managed to stagger over to a brilliandy lit display 
that showed us what was exhibited in the 198 galleries 
of the Louvre, and exactly how to get to each one of 
them. 

‘We could try the Crypt of the Sphinx,’ he suggested. 
‘There shouldn’t be anybody there. Or what about the 
Mastaba of Aakhtihotep, a Fifth-Dynasty sepulchre? 
Place probably only gets ten visitors a year.’ 

‘Neither of them sound like the Louvre. They might 
just as well be in the antiquities department of the Met,’ 

I pointed out with what small wits I retained. ‘We’ll have 
made this whole trip without getting any authentic 



Louvre lore to prove we really came, in case anybody 
asks, and you know they eventually might.’ 

‘But think how cozy it sounds.. A crypt, a sepulchre - 
we’ll have them to ourselves.’ 

‘Mike,’ I said wamingly, seeing exactly what he had 
in mind. 

There’s no law against it, darling, darling, darling. 

I ve simply got to kiss you some more.’ 

Me too, but not rolling around on the floor of 
a public building,’ I said regretfully. ‘Look, why 
don t we head straight for the Venus de Milo and the 
Winged Victory of Samothrace and get them over with 
quickly. That’s what people expect you to see in the 
Louvre.’ 

We d better do the Mona Lisa too. That’s the biggie.’ 
Nothing in the Louvre is quick, believe me, unless 
you ve brought a skateboard. Those illuminated maps 
mat make it all look so simple are diabolically deceptive. 
By the time we’d negotiated the trek from the Venus 
^ Milo up the two staircases that led to the Winged 
Victory and then another staircase up and through a 
gallery to the Mona Lisa, we’d had more than 
a m^or museum experience. We took one look at 
Ae large, jostling crowd blotting out what must be the 
Mona Lisa and turned away, down a long, wide, picture- 
bung, windowed corridor overlooking the Seine. It was 
c^led the Grande Galerie and it led, according to a 
sign, to an exit. 

Now I know why I never came here before,’ Mike 
said. ‘Call me a Philistine but this place is just too big. 
If you spend more than an hour in a museum your brain 
stops taking in and appreciating the things you see, and 
we re already overdue.’ We both %valked quickly in the 
direction of the arrow. 

Why, oh why, didn’t I listen to your suggestion about 
the Crypt of the Sphinx,’ I cried regretfully. 
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‘Because you’re a lady with ladylike delicacy and I 
respect you for it-’ 

‘I am? You do?’ 

“Yes, but I wouldn’t want you to keep it up for too 
long.’ 

‘When do you want me to stop?’ 

‘I’ll tell you, in fact I won’t have to tell you, you’ll 
know.’ , 

‘Stop talking to me like that. It makes me dizzy and 
we’re not out of here yet.’ 

‘Dizzy? Head-whirling, fall-down dizzy? Want me to 
carry you?’ 

‘No, crazy dizzy. Like this.’ I took the palm of his 
hand and pressed my mouth to it and then quickly 
tasted it with my tongue. He jumped two feet straight 
up. 

‘Don’t do that!’ 

‘I was just showing you exactly what I meant.’ 

‘That wasn’t fair . . . unless you’re ready for serious 
trouble, in front of all these guards. Oh, Frankie, 
darling, do you believe this hall? It’s fucking endless,' he 
said as we walked as quickly as possible, reading the 
names on the walls. 

‘Giotto, Fra Angelico, Botticelli, Bellini, Van Dyck, 
don’t look, don’t stop whatever you do or we’re finished 
. . . have they no pity? Don’t they know that some people 
have better things to do than look at pictures? Damn 
the French, once they’ve got you where they want you, 
they never let you go.’ 

‘Cranach, Holbein, Guardi, Tiepolo, Goya - . I 
panted, as we went so fast we were almost running- 

‘You donT suppose we’ve missed the exit?’ I asked, 
after a long while, as the absence of other people 
suddenly registered and made me pull up suddenly. 

We looked at each other in horror and disbelief. We 
found ourselves alone, wthout even a museum guard 



in sight, at the end of the gallery that now stretched 
hack, ^vay, way back into the dim rich areas we’d already 
covered, a distance you almost needed a telescope to 
see to the end of. Ahead of us was only a room full of 
H Grecos and, unbelievably, the end of the building 
itself, where vdndows looked out on the Tuileries 
gardens. There were two staircases, marked ‘vers Sculf>- 
tures’ and ‘vers Galerie d’Etude.’ - 
“We must have passed it somehowi Or else it’s all 

part of a plot, I bet there never was an exit,’ Mike said 
grimly. 

Which staircase do you want to take?’ 

Neither one of them is safe. We could be wandering 
around here all day. The only thing to do is to retrace 
the -way we came. I learned that in Boy Scout camp.’ 

I burst into tears. 

Baby, my poor baby. I’ll carry you, I promise,’ he 
said, holding me against him and rocking me com- 
fortingly. 

No . . . no . . . it’s not that, my feet are fine . . . It’s 
the idea of you in a Boy Scout uniform . . . you must 
have been so adorable . . .’ I sobbed. 

^ou re overtired, that’s what it is.’ 

Admit you were adorable,’ I demanded through my 
tears. 

I guess so, yeah. I’ll give you some old photos of me 
m my uniform if you’ll stop crying.’ 

Do we really have to go all the way back?’ I asked 
piteously. 

That or spend the night. Look, I have an idea, if you 
really won’t let me cany you, it’ll be easier if you look 
straight down at the floor and let me guide you. You’re 
suffering from seeing all those pictures out of the 
comer of your eye. It’s a case of sensory overload. But 
the floor has a repetitive pattern and it won’t seem so 
far if that’s all you see, ivithout other distractions.’ 
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‘All right. I’ll put my hand over my eyes - it’ll look 
as if I’ve been struck by a headache from absorbing 
too much beauty- The Stendhal Syndrome I think they 
call it.’ 

Mike was absolutely right, the safari was much easier 
with visual monotony and just his big, warm hands to 
concentrate on, I had managed to get a look at the 
miraculous Botticellis and the glorious wall of Tiepolos 
. . . and a lot more - it seemed a crime not to peek. 
Since we were here. 

‘There’s the exit sign!’ Mike exploded after we d 
covered about half a mile. 

‘Can I look at it, at least?’ 

‘No, it’ll break your heart. We could have taken a 
right after Fragonard and gone down those stairs next 
to the buffet and tea room. Damn sign’s facing sideways, 
that’s where we went wrong.’ 

‘BUFFET?’ I stopped dead, incredulous. ‘Were you 
going to pass up a buffet?’ 

‘Now you know why I never made Eagle Scout,’ he 
said sheepishly. 

We devoured two huge ham and cheese sandwiches 
each, the kind the French make that are mostly divine 
bread and butter, drank two cups of milky coffee apiece 
and bounded down the stairs, which were a short 
distance from a door to the outside world I’d almost 
given up hope of seeing again. 

As we stood there, revitalized, breathing in the fresh 
air, I realized that I felt deeply shy. I looked up at Mike 
and I could tell he’d been seized by the same emotion. 
‘What next?’ was what we were both asking ourselves, 
now that we didn’t have the Louvre to go to or escape 
from. 

‘Is this still a date?’ I asked finally, sounding as 
challenging as possible, ‘because if it is, it’s up to the 
guy to decide what to do nexL That’s the way it works 
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in Brooklyn and we’re on Brooklyn regulations here.’ 

He brightened and pushed me in the direction of a 
taxi stand where there were actually a couple of cabs 
^vaiting, probably because it was the lunch hour. 

‘Du Louvre’ I thought I heard him say. 

‘Haven’t you had enough for one day?’ I objected 
incredulously. 

‘This is a different Louvre, on the Left Bank. It’s our 
Louvre day, all day long. I thought Brooklyn girls let 
the man decide.’ 

‘They have a right of consultation.’ 

‘If you don’t like it, Red, we won’t go in.’ 

‘ “Red”?’ 

‘Did you think I hadn’t noticed?’ 

, ‘I to^ly forgo tl’ 

‘Your mind has been otherwise occupied.’ 

‘I can’t believe I forgot. "What do you think? Do you 
like it?’ 

‘I love every last hair on your head, I love your 
forehead, your eyebrows, your eyes, your nose, your lips, 
particularly your lips, and I love everything else all the 
tvay down to the soles of your feet. Bro^vn hair or red, 
tt makes no never mind. You’re gorgeous.’ 

‘That’s a lot of things to love,’ I mumbled cautiously. 
Was he putting me on? 

‘Barely enough. Less would be too little, more, lots 
more, would be much. better.’ 

The taxi pulled up at a modest-looking hotel on the 
busy Quai Voltaire. 

‘What’s this?’ I asked. 

‘The Hotel du Louvre, so named because of the view.’ 
‘And why are we here?’ 

‘As I said, more to love would be better. But that’s 
up to you.’ 

‘Mike Aaron, it’s the middle of the aftemoonl’ I said, 
surprised into being scandalized. 
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‘Does the time of day bother yoii?’ 

You want to go in and rent a room and ...?’ 

‘I’m dying to. It’s the only thing in the world I want 
to do. Don’t you?’ 

‘But . . .’ 

‘What?’ 

‘Is this still a date?’ 

‘No, Frankie, this is not a date anymore, not if we go 
into that hotel room. I don’t know what you’d call it, 
but I’d call it damn close to a matter of life or death, 
emotionally speaking.’ 

Oh,’ I said, blank as a piece ofglass with pure dumb 
happiness. 

‘Does that mean yes or no?’ 

‘Kiss me first,’ I temporized. 

No, I want you to decide without kissing . . . kissing 
makes you more impulsive than usual. And every 
time I kiss you I fall more in love, and if you don’t 
want to go into that hotel with me, I don’t want to 
be one bit more in love with yoii than I am right 
now.’ 

You never said anything about love,’ I erasped. 

‘Can’t you tell?’ 

Of course not!’ I couldn’t believe how indignant I 
sounded. “You re always around the most beautiful girls 
in the world,’ I cried in disbelief, ‘how could you 
possibly not be in and out of love with them all the 
time?’ 

It just didn t happen. Lust, yes, love no. I must have 
been voting for a bumptious, opinionated, obstinate, 
impossible girl from the old neighborhood like you. 
No, not “like you” . . . you, only you.’ 

He stopped and seemed to be thinking. I sat there, 
too astonished to breathe. 

■It’s the personhood of you that I love, the human 
beingness ... the way your nutty little mind works, what 
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passes for your sense of humor, your strong sense of 
values even when you’re wrong, your wacky attitude . . . 
you know who you are and you are who you are. I love 
the way you make me feel that I’m a completed person. 

I love the way I want to take care of you. "When I’m with 
you I feel that I’ve come home - home in the way 
everyone imagines home should be.’ 

But . . . ?’ This was happening so fast I still couldn’t 
believe it. 

‘But what?’ 

When we met, you were so rude, and we had lunch 
at the Bistroquet only because you couldn’t get hold of 
Ae girls that day . . .’ 

Don t you know that love is one big, fucking, scary 
number, Frankie? I was hoping I didn’t feel how I felt. 
Even way back at the airport, I began to suspect that 
you were it for me. Aren’t you scared too?’ 

Not even one little bit,’ I said, looking in his eyes in 
a way that would tell him that every word I said was true. 

1 ve been in love with you since your senior year in 
igh school. I’ve never stopped. I decided it was hope- 
less but I still carried on.’ 

‘Really? Is that true?’ 

Of course. Half the other girls in school had the 
i^rve to think they were too, but I knew I was, the real 
thing. You’re the love of my life.’ 

I d better be,’ he said, gathering me up as much as 
you can in the backseat of a Paris cab. ‘Forever and ever, 
now that I’ve found you. Oh, Frankie, my overlooked, 
rudely treated baby. I don’t want to rush you into 
anything, but I graduated from high school many years 
ago. Don’t you think that we should do something to 
celebrate?’ 

So we did. With intermissions and catnaps, of course, 
all afternoon and well into the evening, together in a 
big bed overlooking the Seine, with street noise that^ 
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made a rapturous bumble outside the double-glazed 
windows of our room. We didn’t talk a lot. We were 
making our first trip together through a landscape too 
intensely interesting to be interrupted by words. 1 can’t 
tell you the details, because I’m modest about things 
like that, but . . . never mind. Let’s just say that when 
Mike and I made love I realized that I’d never truly 
been with a man before. 

Finally, I had to rouse myself and convince Mike 
that our absence would be noticed by one and all, 
sewer trip or no sewer trip. We took a shower together 
and got dressed, congratulating ourselves on our 
striking resemblance to the people we’d been in 
the morning, even though we weren’t them and 
never would be again. In the taxi going back we 
sat collapsed against each other in silent delight. If 
only, I thought vaguely, if only the fourteen-year- 
old me had known for certain that this day would 
come, I could have been looking forward to it all these 
years. But could I have endured the slow passage of 
time? 

As usual, the gang, except for Tinker, was gathered 
in the Relais Bar, near the window. 

‘Better not stand too near me,’ Mike warned as we 
got out of the taxi. ‘We don’t want to advertise.’ 

‘Then you’d better let go of my hand.’ 

‘And Just how were the famous sewers?’ Jordan 
asked as we sat down. She laughed in a way I didn’t care 
for. 

‘As a matter of fact we went to the Louvre,’ Mike told 
her, 

’The Louvre? Maude Callender inquired snarkily. 
‘You don’t say? The Louvre again} Indeed? I suppose 
you saw the Mona Lisa?’ 

‘No, there were too many tourists around it to get 
close,’ I replied. 
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'There iisually are,’ she agreed. ‘^Hiat a clever thing 
to say.’ 

‘Of course you went to the Louvre,’ April snickered. 
‘It’s written all over you. Both of you.’ 

‘Doesn’t the Louvre close much earlier than this?’ 
Jordan asked. 

‘That’s okay, Jordan,’ Maude assured her, ‘I’ll fill you 
in later.’ 

“You can see the effects of looking at great art in their 
glazed eyes, can’t you, Maude?’ April drawled. 

‘We walked the whole length of the Grande Galerie, 
Mike said indignantly. ‘It’s the Stendhal Syndrome.’ 

“You walked the entire Grande Galerie and lived to 
tell the tale? That’s not just rare, it’s unheard of in the 
annals of art appreciation,’ Maude laughed. ‘Now that 
■was not a clever thing to say, Mike, I expected better of 
you.’ 

‘We damn well did! Both ways,’ Mike insisted. 

‘Have it your own way,’ Maude smirked. ‘You 
niust have found a fountain of youth in there some- 
where. You both look quite . . . peppy. Refreshed, 
ten years younger, if such a thing is possible at your 
ages.’ 

‘Oh, Maude, I don’t agree \vith you,’ Jordan pro- 
tested. ‘To me Frankie and Mike both look . . . wiped 
out, bushed . . . almost . . . depleted . . . congratulations, 
Frankie, you lucky thing, you.’ 

‘I’m not having a drink with you cynical, filthy- 
ntinded people,’ I snapped. *You’re all just jealous!’ 
‘Ah ha! Gotcha!’ Jordan crowed. 

‘Jesus!’ Mike asked, throwing up his arms. ‘Is nothing 
sacred?’ 

He grabbed me and we left through the side door 
into the lobby. They were all laughing so hard that they 
were crying. I didn’t give a damn, I realized. I wanted 
to tell everybody, starting with the concierges, the 
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cashiers, the waiters, the people in the lobby, the 
bellboys, and then I wanted the word to spread out 
in ever-widening circles of knowledge all over Paris - 
out, out, until the whole world knew about Frankie 
Severino and Mike Aaron and how much in love they 
were. 



17 


The last few days had been such an utter and complete 
shit storm that she might just as well have lunch with 
Dart Benedict, Justine thought. She was tired of making 
excuses to put him off and in the state she was in, she 
welcomed any diversion. She %vas mildly curious to find 
out why this man, who ran such an important and 
long-established agency, had kept after her to make a 
lunch date. Obviously he wanted something or he 
wouldn’t be bothering with her, but at least there ■svas 
ito particular agenda of presumption involved. Even if 
diere had been, Justine thought grimly, Necker and 
Aiden had already made her feel so intensely presumed 
upon that any further presumption would merely fade 
into the general murk. 

How could Necker have dared to send her that 
outrageously lavish piece of unwanted furniture? It was 
such an .obvious bribe, masquerading as a gift. Every- 
thing about the little desk reeked of the kind of largesse 
she could expect, if she had fallen in with his wishes. It 
was an utterly unwelcome responsibility. Justine wasn’t 
at home dining the day, so she hadn’t been able to get 
it picked up and sent back. "What’s more, sending it 
back meant, infuriatingly enough, having it properly 
repacked and suitably insured since, as Aiden had 
pointed out, it must be exceedingly valuable. 

She didn’t "want to owe Necker anything! Justine 
picked up the light desk and carried the damnably 
exquisite thing into a little dark room that she neyen, 
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didn’t matter ^vhat charm it had, the desk had invaded 
her privacy, as Necker had intended it to. Justine felt 
as if he had presented her with a magnificent tiara, held 
her down with one hand, forced the tiara on her head 
mth the other, and informed her that she had to wear 
it every day whether she chose to or nou 
Necker had presumed^ unbearably presumed, for he 
had sent the desk before the blizzard, probably as soon 
as Gabrielle d’Angelle had called to spring the trap with 
die news that her three models had been chosen 
for the Lombardi prize. That haste showed how sure 
he’d been of her acquiescence, how easily he thought 
he could buy his admission into her life. 

As for Aiden, there was only a difference of degree 
between his presumption and Necker’s. Aiden - Justine 
brooded, feeling sick at heart - Aiden had become 
another kind of presuming im'ader in her life. She’d 
opened her door to an unknown contractor and the 
next thing she knew he was ts'recking her furnace, 
kidnapping her and enticing her into a sexual 
enslavement. No man, ever, had reached her inner core 
as Aiden had. Passion, uncontrollable and over- 
whelming, had been irresistible for a few days, but how 
quickly it had led to demands on her privacy. He’d said 
he didn’t ‘want any explanations’ about the desk, when 
that was exactly what he wanted, what he expected. 

Why the hell did the fact that a man could almost 
make you come by looking at you sidevrays, mean that 
you had to tell him things you tvanted to keep to 
yourself? Wasn’t it as basic as that? Wasn’t that an 
example of classic male sexual control, the sort of 
control she’d always feared her girls would be exposed 
to by the model-collectors who pursued them, the kind 
of control that caused models to do things no saiie girl 
would do? 

She hadn’t trusted herself • to see Aiden again. 


281 



She couldn’t resolve his suspicions without revealing 
Necker’s existence in her life. It would be equally 
impossible to spend dme together pretending that the 
desk didn’t exist. Worst of all, if she saw him for dinner, 
as he’d been phoning and asking her to do, she 
wouldn’t be able to think of anything but whether it 
would be only decent to wait until after dinner to make 
love. Decent or indecent, it didn’t matter, Justine 
admitted to herself. A quick fuck on her doormat, the 
second he put a foot inside her house, would do just 
fine. And then another. Her brain told her body that 
it was dangerously enraptured and that knowledge 
scared the hell out of her. 

Yes, this was a good time to see what Dart Benedict 
was after. He was neither father nor lover nor friend. 
He was powerful and much gossiped about, but there 
was no emotional element involved in breaking bread 
with him. He was the kind of man who brought out all 
the cool, strong independence she had so recently, so 
foolishly, congratulated herself on possessing. 

Dart Benedict was a long-range planner, blessed with a 
cold, accurate objectivity, so clear and powerful that he 
could use it on himself as well as on others. In the 
late-1970s, when he was a splendid twenty-five, he’d 
married, picking Mary Beth Bonner, a large, placid, 
utterly plain but immaculately groomed post^ebutante 
who had the advantage of being an heiress in her own 
right as well as the only child of rich parents. Mary Beth, 
accustomed only to mild attention from the most 
hopelessly boring of society boys, was astonished at her 
luck in attracting Dart, He could have had any one of 
her friends he wanted, in spite of his being in the model 
agency business, an occupation that was regarded with 
the deepest suspicion in her conservative world. 

In addition to Mary Beth’s fortune, her other 
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desirable attributes included old-fashioned good 
manners, a lack of imagination, a low sex drive, a 
p^ion for countr)' bring and a firm sense of self- 
discipline that ensured, insofar as such tilings could be 
predicted, that she would never embarrass Dart by 
running to fat or to drink. Most important of all - after 
her money - Mary Beth was a deeply religious Cailiolic. 
Dart converted from Methodism in order to many’ her, 
knoiving that Mary Beth guaranteed the background 
he d decided he must have: a home life built on a rock 
and free from financial worry. 

Dart had grow’n up in Philadelphia, where his family’s 
justifiable pretensions to antiquity and status were being 
slowly and sordidly destroyed by divorce, drink and 
s chronic mishandling of funds. During his under- 
^duate years at the University of Pennsylvania, Dart 
istanced himself from his parents, looking for the 
future security. He evaluated his own 
abilities ivith his unsparing clarity. 

There was no question that he functioned best out- 
side of any classroom. He had enormous success in 
dealing ivith the most ambitious and alluring of his 
emale classmates. They flocked around him, treating 
hirn not as a possible boyfriend, but as someone whose 
advice they sought, whose judgment they valued and 
acted on. No question about it. Dart told himself, he 
had a God-given knack for dealing wth women. What’s 
more, he had the ability to judge degrees of female 
beauty. He had an inborn accuracy of eye for the 
often blurred line that separated the large number of 
girls who were pretty, even exceptionally pretty, from 
those few who had true, bone-deep beauty. His sexual 
needs were inexhaustible and he tvas careful to satisfy 
them with the pretty girls, not the beauties. MTien he 
graduated. Dart was able to get his first job in a 
modeling agency by persuading the two most beauriml. 
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girls in his class to follow him into the business that he 
had decided was made to order for him. 

Soon after Dart married Mary Beth, he borrowed 
some of her money to open a small agency he called 
Benedict. Mary Beth busied herself creating a life 
of calm and elegance in the Fairfield County horse 
country just outside of North Stamford, to which Dart 
commuted every day. He had imagined that perhaps six 
months after the honeymoon he would resume his 
wallowing in the luscious variety of sexual pleasures the 
world of models offered him so freely. This was the only 
place in which his self-knowledge failed. Dart managed 
to hold off less than three weeks before he resumed his 
clandestine lunch-hour affairs in his old bachelor apart- 
ment in New York, but otherwise his plans were 
perfectly executed. Mary Beth was soon happily preg- 
nant; she shopped in Greenwich, rarely ventured into 
New York and showed little curiosity about his work. 

Now, not quite twenty years later. Dart and Mary Beth 
Benedict had long been pillars of Connecticut society. 
They had six children, ranging from nineteen to three, 
and Mary Beth, who adored her husband more than 
ever, was hoping for another baby. Dart’s apartment 
remained a well-kept secret inside the modeling com- 
munity and none of the hundreds of girls he’d brought 
there had ever expected more from this firmly married 
father of six than he was willing to give. 

He had one hell of a good life, Dart thought as he 
waited for Justine Loring. On the one hand, it was 
beautifully centered, well rounded and full of calm 
contentment and dignity, the sort of life his parents 
'had thro^vn away so selfishly. On the other hand, he 
had married so intelligently that he was able to preserve 
an area of freedom other men could only dream of. 
Drugs — of course he sometimes enjoyed drugs, but as, 
a connoisseur, a civilized gourmet, happy to share the 



best stuff available with those clients who expected 
it And what real man should be denied women dn all 
their variety? He’d organized his life around his most 
necessary pleasure^ and when he’d finished with a girl, 
there was always good business use to be made of her. 
Both of them gmned in the transaction. 

But there was an area of his existence left to be 
satisfied, Dart told himself. As his success in the busi- 
ness had grown, so had his ambition. His agency, aside 
from three women’s divisions, had a men’s division, a 
children’s division and a thriving branch in Hollywood, 
as well as profitable affiliations with m^or agencies in 
Paris and Milan. But Ford, Elite and Lunel were larger 
than Benedict in total billings. It infuriated him to own 
the fourth largest modeling agency in the world. There 
was something that fundamentally smacked of failure 
about being fourth in anything, he saw that all too 
plainly. It had an unpleasantly humorous flavor, like 
winning the gold medal for the luge at the Olympics. 
Although no one in his weekend world ever saw him as 
anything but a glamorous success in a field that had 
gained a certain respectability and enormous fascina- 
tion, Dart could not escape the fact that after more than 
twenty years in the agency business he might never be 
the leader of the pack. 

Unacceptable, he decided, as he rose to greet Justine. 
Simply unacceptable. 

‘Justine, you’re more beautiful than ever,’ he said 
truthfully. He’d give damn near anything to have her 
working %vith him. There was no one in to^vn to equal 
her reassuring way with young models, and young and 
younger were the key words today. Recently he’d lost 
several most promising kids to Loring Model Manage- 
ment because their mothers were more wiling to 
entrust their daughters to Justine than to him, in spite 
of the relative smallness of her agency. And Justine hac 
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a tremendous eye for potential. Sometimes it was better 
than his, Dart had to acknowledge. She’d signed girls 
he hadn’t wanted, and turned them into useful money- 
makers, even potential stars. He’d turned down April 
Nyquist, for example, because she had impressed him 
as too classic a blond to be salable. He’d tiiought that 
one Daryl Hannah was all the market could absorb and 
he was still kicking himself for that mistake. 

‘You don’t age, Dart,’ Justine said, equally truthfully. 
Dart’s thick, sandy hair had been showing a little grey 
for a dozen years, but it was still all oh his head where 
it belonged. He was handsome in a bluff outdoors sort 
of way, a tanned, tall, rugged man who looked as if 
he sat a horse beautifully, fly-fished the best streams 
and climbed dangerous mountains on his vacations. 
Amazing, Justine thought, as they sat down, to look at 
him you’d say he had to be a nice guy. 

‘I was surprised, and delighted of course, when your 
secretary called to say you could make lunch after all. I 
was sure that by now you’d be off to Paris to be with 
your girls. Congratulations, Justine! What a coup! When 
I heard that you’d swept the field I couldn’t believe it, 
nobody could. You put everybody’s nose out of joint; a 
small agency like yours getting all three of the picks. 
But when credit is due. I’m the first to admit it.’ 

‘I was just as suiprised as you were - maybe more.’ 
Dart Benedict hadn’t asked her to lunch to congratulate 
her, Justine thought. That much she was sure of. 

T’m curious, how come you didn’t go to Paris? I’d be 
over there hovering over those girls if it had happened 
to me.’ 

‘Good Lord, Dart, I can’t just pick up and leave 
Loring Management to run itself for two weeks. 
Frankie’s more than capable.’ 

‘Frankie Severino of song and story. You’re lucky to 
have her.’ 



‘How true,’ Justine said shortly, addressing herself to 
the menu. ‘Song and story?’ ^^^at \vas that supposed 
to mean? He’d never met Frankie as far as she 
She only knew Dart and his %vife from parties they’d 
both been invited to. People in the agenq^ business 
normally stayed out of each other’s ^s'ay. 

‘How many of your other girls are going to do the 
shorvs?’ Dart asked after tliey’d ordered. 

‘Four or five . . . you know’ how it is, they won t make 
up their minds until the last minute.’ 

‘I’ve got a dozen getting ready to leave for Milan day 
after tomorrow. Or at least that’s the plan . . . when did 
the inmates take over the asylums, Justine? Five years 
ago - no, two years ago, if I said I had a dozen girls 
going, a dozen girls damn %vell were on that plane. Now 
the best of them are bloody conglomerates, too busy 
deal-making to face the jet lag. And if they re 
doing hostess-gigs on television, they’re bound by their 
cosmetic contracts not to do runway. The money is so 
big it doesn’t seem to matter to them anymore. 

‘Don’t forget the girls who are flying off to the coast, 
testing for movie parts.’ If Dart insisted on making sm 
. talk before getting to his point, whatever it ^vas, s e w^ 
tvilling to go along wth it, Justine shrugged to 

‘Tell me about it - that’s what’s happened to Elsie, 
and she’s done Chanel faithfully for three ye^- 
alivays gave her the bridal go^vn, so you can imagine 
how thrilled he is about losing her at the last nunu e 
. . . he’ll never book her again even if she comes ac 


‘Elsie? What’s the part?’ , 

‘Something Julia Roberts just fell out o , so i 
be one of ten scripts. All I know is she left a messag 
with her booker, didn’t dare tell me heree . ^ ^ ^ „ 

•You’ce probably too strong a father figure, J 


said wryly. 

‘That’s possible 


Dart said thoughtfully. ‘But 


isn’t a 
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father figure exactly what young girls need? Look at 
you, Justine. You’re what exactly? In your mid-thirties? 
But you give off a powerful mother figure aura - you 
make people think of someone baking great bread and 
making fabulous soups from scratch - all those things 
no one has time to do anymore. I think, with all due 
respect to your business acumen, it’s that aura of safety, 
of home and hearth, that’s made your boutique work 
so well.’ 

‘Thanks, Dart. If so, I don’t know I’m doing it,, but 
so much the better. There are things you just can’t 
fake,’ Justine made herself smile graciously. Homemade 
soup her ass! 

“You know, Justine, I’m a litde worried about you. 
Here you are, stuck in New York, when by all rights you 
really shouldhe in Paris making absolutely sure that each 
of your girls is okay. But you can’t leave by your own 
admission because, of all your employees, Frankie is 
the only one who’s totally trustworthy. None of your 
bookers can take over the agency for you, can they? 
What does that tell me? That your shop is paper thin 
in management. How can you grow quickly in that 
situation?’ 

‘You’re kind to be concerned about me. Dart,’ Justine 
said coolly. ‘However, I’ve managed to keep growing at 
a rate that personally I feel comfortable with. Comfort 
and total control are important to me, I like being the 
boss, and I wouldn’t want to share that position wth 
anyone else. To each his own.’ 

‘I understand what you’re saying, Justine, I used to 
feel the same way, but I didn’t really start getting 
anywhere until I hired the right people, even before I 
could afford them, and made myself learn to delegate. 
When I think that even though Necker himself 
personally picked all three of your models, you actually 
didn’t go to Pans - the man owns two other fashion 



houses, for God’s sake - you could pack them with your 
girls if you chose to use your charms on him. I’d never 
have w’asted such a dear shot.’ 

‘Dart, what makes you think that Lombardi didn’t 
choose the girls himself?’ Justine asked, going pale. 

‘Marco Lombardi and I have been the greatest of pals 
for years. Old, old buddies, veterans of the model wars 
you might say. He was so furious when Necker crammed 
your girls down his throat that he picked up a phone 
to complain to me for half an hour. How’ can you be 
sure that our charming mutual friend, that well-known 
scamp of a Marco, is being halfway decent to them? How 
do you know they’re behaving themselves? Hmmm? We 
all know something about the temptations of Paris, 
don’t we?’ 

Frankie reports to me and there haven’t been any 
problems.’ Jusdne managed to keep her voice level and 
light and semi-amused. Why "was this insulting piece of 
vermin pushing Ms horror of a country-life nose into 
her business? 

Well, good for Frankie, but in your place, I’d be in 
Paris no matter what I missed in New York. I’m leaving 
m a few days as a matter of fact. Which brings me to 
tny pitch, Justine.’ 

I’ve been wondering when you’d get around to 
It, Justine said, not bothering to suppress a chilly 
smile. 

You accepted my invitation, so you must be curious 
to know why I invited you to lunch.’ 

‘Perhaps a touch curious. Dart, but mostly polite. 
How many times could I turn down your flattering 
invitation?’ 

‘I’m never ashamed to be persistent. Justine, you 
know how big Benedict is. I run a magnificent, well- 
oiled machine. We cover every branch of the business, 
and we make a fortune in commissions, yet I don’t feel"^ 
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we’ve gone nearly as far as we can go. There’s room to 
expand and this is the perfect moment to dp it.’ 

‘Go for it, Dart,’ Justine said encouragingly. ‘Rah, 
team!’ 

‘Be serious, Justine. I’d like to buy Loring Model 
Management at a price you’d be more than satisfied 
with and sign you to a long-term management contract 
on your own terms. It would be a win-win proposition. 
You’d come out of it with a significant fortune, you’d 
still be working in the field you’ve chosen, but you 
wouldn’t have any financial responsibilities. No more 
Friday paydays, no more worry about your line of credit, 
no more concerns that a key booker might leave and 
take some of your best girls with her — all that would 
become Benedict’s problem and Benedict is big enough 
to absorb them easily. You’d be free to do what you do 
so brilliantly: find promising girls and develop them 
into stars.’ 

‘Win-win? Who would I report to. Dart?’ 

‘You’d run your own division, absolutely. And of 
course you could bring Frankie with you.’ 

‘But who would I report to?’ 

‘Well, in the final analysis, you and T would have a 
pow-wow every now and then, but your contract would 
spell out the terms of the issues on which you’d defer 
to my judgment.’ 

‘So I’d report to you, and there’d be an area in which 
you’d have the last word. Have I got that right?’ 

‘Correct. I can’t pay a lot of money for your business 
and then give you an absolutely free rein . . . that 
wouldn’t make sense. But there’s no reason we can’t 
hammer out an agreement that’s satisfactory to both 
of us.’ 

‘It wouldn’t work. I’m not interested. Dart.’ 

Look Justine, you haven’t had time to give this any 
real consideration. Don’t answer now, just think about 



it But let me ask you this, do you realize that you’re a 
slave to your agency? It’s run in an old-fashioned \vzy, 
as if you lived over a candy store. On tlie other hand, • 
in spite of all my responsibilities, I have enough strong 
second management working in my shop so that when- 
ever I feel like it, I can run off wiUi Mary Beth and relax 
at our place in Hobe Sound. And when the kids are out 
of school we manage to get away for a real family 
vacation, a month, even six weeks.’ 

Relaxation’s not my cup of tea, unless it’s just a 
weekend.’ 

You’re being deliberately frivolous, Justine. You 
know perfectly well what I mean. You’re more than 
young enough to pick and choose from a hundred 
eligible guys - you should get married, have children, 
entertain, buy a place in the country', garden, travel - 1 
on t have to spell out all the possibilities but they’re 
as real as that salad you’re eating. It’s all out there for 

you but you’ve chosen to marry your business. That’s 
not healthy.’ 

I could also sew my own clothes. Dart. I’ll think about 
getting a life,’ Justine said sharply. Meeker, Aiden, now 
Martha Ste^vart advice from a turdl lust what she’d 
needed. 

we both know I’m not saying this because 
m disinterested. I really and truly need your talent at 
niy shop,’ Dart said, undeterred. Tf you don’t want to 
sell Loring Management outright we could still work 
out a different kind of agreement, some form of 
partnership, that would free you of business problems, 
afford me the benefit of your brains and give you a fair 
percentage of all the. profits I’m positive we’d make' 
together.’ 

‘Sorry, Dart, but 1 don’t %vant to work with anyone as 
a partner. I like my independence.’ 

‘With all due respect,. Justine, you .must realize 
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how vulnerable you are running what’s essentially a 
two-woman shop. For example, what if somebody took 
it into his head to offer Frankie twice the salary you 
pay her? She gets seventy-five thousand a year - a 
hundred-and-fifty wouldn’t be out of line, if you ask me, 
considering how good she is.’ 

‘How the hell do you know what she makes?’ Justine 
asked, startled and angry. 

‘I asked her. I’m the guy who offered her double. 
And don’t bother to say I’m a bastard, it was strictly 
business. I figured that if I didn’t, someone else would.’ 

‘She never told me.’ 

‘Probably because she didn’t want to seem to be 
pressing for a raise you couldn’t afford. But the day 
might come, Justine, when she changes her mind. As I 
said, persistence pays off.’ 

‘Look, do you really want to know why I won’t join 
forces with you. Dart, in spite of the very favorable 
conditions you’ve spelled out?’ 

‘Of course I do, because it doesn’t add up, and you’re 
a sensible woman,’ 

‘The business of renting out beautiful young females 
should only be done by someone who’s deeply con- 
cerned with what happens to the girls, someone 
who sees them as individual human beings, each one 
precious in her own way. As it is now, there are too 
many girls who don’t get a contract without sleeping 
with an important man at a given agency or who can’t 
get a booking without sleeping with the client. There’s 
too much pimping the new girls to photographers and 
their reps. Young women who go into modeling are, 
exposed to enough inevitable shit about their weight, 
their looks and their stamina ivithout being pressured 
into sex.’ 

‘How can you stay in the business if you think it’s so 
terrible?’ 
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‘Because someone, as you said about trying to hire 
Frankie, has to do it, and at least wth me there’s no 
abuse.’ 

‘So, you consider yourself a version of a mother 
superior?’ he asked \vith a nasty edge to his voice. 

‘Dart, let me give you an example of the kind of 
thing I’m talking about here. There’s an agency in this 
tovm in which girls are divided, unofficially, into three 
groups. There’s a group knorvn as the “Untouchables” 

- the girls who are great enough to get contracts 
anywhere. They’re left strictly alone, spoiled like 
princesses, sexual favors are never required of them. 
Then there’s a second group, known as the “Maybes.” 
They’re ^vatched carefully and brought along to see 
which of them has genuine potenrial. If they have what 
it takes they become “Untouchables.” The others, 
unofficially again, are demoted into a third group, 
hnown as the “Troops.” ’ 

‘Where do you pick up this stuff?’ 

‘The Troops,’ Justine continued, ‘no matter how 
pretty they are, will never have a chance to get 
to the top. They’re not told that fact in so many 
words, of course, but they’re destined to have ordinary 
careers: catalog work,- small print jobs, all the non- 
glamorous mid-level kind of thing every agency 
needs. They’ll never do high fashion or television 
or runway, but they make good money for them- 
selves and accumulate steady commissions for the 
agency — 

‘Justine, every shop in, town including yours has 
more girls like that than any other kind. Only civilians 
don’t know how tiny the percentage is of the so-called 
supermodels . . . we’re talldng about less than two dozen 
out of hundreds and hundreds of girls. Thousands if 
you count the girls outside of New York.’ 

‘The owner of this agency I’m talking about,’ Justine 


293 



said, disregarding his interruption, ‘regards all the 
Troops as his private harem. When he wants to . . . use 
. . . them, all he does is tell them where and when to 
show up. They either comply or they’re asked to leave 
the agency. There’s no shortage of would-be models, is 
there. Dart, especially at the mid-level? Now, until the 
girl gets to this man’s place, she never knows if she’ll 
be alone with him, or if there’ll be other girls working 
on him, or strange men she’ll be required to service, 
or even other girls she’ll be expected to perform with. 
And there’s a lot of drugs around - a strong possibility 
exists that she may try them, possibly for the first time. 
Oh, I forgot, this scene only takes place at lunch. The 
amazing thing is that the agency owner who stages these 
. . . lunches ... is happily married, with great kids, a 
real pillar of the community. What’s more, his wife has 
never suspected a thing. No one would be cruel enough 
to tell her.’ 

‘And you actually believe that rumor? Where’d you 
hear all this nonsense?’ 

‘Everywhere, Dart, everywhere. That’s why I’m never 
planning to go into business with anybody else. You 
never know what’s under the rock in someone’s back- 
yard until you move into his house.’ 

‘Suit yourself,’ he said with a shrug. ‘Stay out there 
on your own, if that’s what makes you happy. But you’d 
better invest in some long Johns made out of cashmere, 
you’re going to need them during that long, cold, risky 
winter when the wind blows and other agencies start 
raiding your bookers and your girls.’ 

‘I’ve survived so far - in my pure silk scan ties. Do you 
mind if I skip coffee? I have to get back to my candy 
store.’ 

‘Good-bye, Justine. I won’t forget to tell Marco about 
our lunch when I call him, he’ll be interested in nens 
of an old friend.' 



Justine walked quickly out of the restaurant, without 
shaking hands. She’d knovm from the inflection in his 
i’oice when he was talking about ‘that scamp, Marco’ 
that he was letting her know that he w'as in full 
possession of the details of her shameful, humiliating 
afiair with Lombardi. Men like the two of them would 
never fail to report such conquests to each other, 
boasting about them in full detail. But for Dart to use 
It as ammunition to soften her up, ammunition to put 
her in her place, before he made his buyout proposi- 
tion! Wouldn’t a really smart man have realized that it 
'vas the last thing he should have mentioned? And 
wouldn’t a really smart man have avoided threaten- 
ing her with raids on her agency w'hen she’d made 
It plain that she k.new what went on in his private 
lunches? 

No, Justine told herself, it was simpler than that. Dart 
Benedict saw no difference between her and the girls 
he preyed on. He’d worked on her with the same 
combination of bullying and the promise of rewards 
that made them do his bidding. He wanted to fuck 
her brains, not her body — that was the only difference. 
And this was to have been the lunch in which her 
professionalism would be engaged, a lunch without 
emotions, without pressure, without an agenda of pre- 
sumption. 

As Justine hurried back to her office she tried to put 
uny further thought of Dart Benedict out of her mind. 
He’d made an enemy and she’d made an enemy. So 
much for the business lunch. From now on it was a tuna 
sandwich, alone at her desk. 

Later that afternoon her secretary put a letter from 
Frankie on Justine’s desk. It had just arrived by over- 
night Fedei^ Express from Paris. 



Dearest Justine, 

I have to tell you and I couldn 't fax it because someone 
might read the fax even if it’s marked confidential andl 
didn ’t want to try and get you by phone because I 
couldn ’t interrupt you in the office to talk about this, but 
I’m so happy I don’t know what to do with myself I’m 
roaming around this huge suite like a madwoman, 
trying to believe it’s really happened . . . Mike Aaron 
and I are in love. Oh, Justine, J can’t sleep, I can’t 
make myself sit still, I can’t do anything but write to you 
— the only person in the world I can confide in - and 
hope it calms me down. In love, can you believe it? I 
didn’t know till this afternoon, but he’s in love with me! 
You know how I’ve always said such awful thing about 
him? Did you guess I was just covering up the way Id 
loved him since high school? Oh, Justine, he’s so 
magnificent! I wish I could urrite poetry — or even prose 
that could come anywhere close to how I feel. Mike’s my 
dream come true ten thousand times over. I didn ’t know 
a person could be so happy. And you were absolutely 
ri^t about my hair and my clothes - I don’t know how 
much of that helped him to notice me, but it certainly 
didn’t. hurt. We spent all day alone together, at the 
Louvre in the morning and at the Hotel du Louvre in 
the afternoon. Yes, Justine, yes! Now the whole mob here 
knows, they couldn ’t miss seeing it when we met them for 
drinks. Do you realize it wouldn ’t have happened if you 
hadn’t sent me here? I still can’t believe it! Everything’s 
under control. I’m keeping my head. I’m not letting doton 
on the job, don t worry about a thing. I faxed you all the 
details about Tinker this morning and there’s been no 
new news since then. Except Mike and me. We. Me and 
Mike. Us. J don t know what it’s going to mean — even if 
you don t believe in a personal God, pray for me, Justwe 
darling. Pray that this isn l just a Paris version of a 
shipboard romance. J don t think I could recover from 
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that - not after this afternoon. I hope someday you'll be 
as happy as I am right now. I miss you so much! ^itli 

Uxve and hisses, 

Frankie. 

Justine reread the letter four times before she jmt U 
dovm and went over to the tvindow and leaned her head 
on the glass. She nodded her forehead gently from si e 
to side, as one would over the crib of a sleeping ba y, 
a nod of wonder and apprehension and helplessness 
and love and hope. Let it go well, she thought, please 
God, let it go well. 
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I m trying so hard to rationalize this,’ April said to 
Maude, her words rushing out paissionately. ‘I’m. trying 
to accept it, to tell myself that it isn’t the end of the 
world, that I never expected to win anyway and all 
the exposure in Zing will be wonderful for my career, 
but I m so disappointed I don’t know what to do — ’ 
April dropped down on the edge of Maude’s bed, and 
burst into tears. 


Ill 


and 


Frankie had visited both Jordan and April in 
rooms soon after they were awake that morning 
told each of them separately that from now on they't 
be seeing little of Tinker since she’d be busy ivith ha 
tango lessons and working with Lombardi: In spite ol 
her efforts to downplay any premature assumpdon dial 
Tinker had won the Lombardi prize, Franlde badn'l 
convinced ei*er girl that there was sdll an open 
compettuon Jordan had received the news with com- 
posure. but Apnl sun in her bathrobe, had brushed 
Frankie aside and rushed to take her emotions to 
Maude, who was sitting on her bed. her draperies sdll 
drat™, reading the In, Rational Herald TrilLne by the 

the d^y • dressed for 

■Marco Lombardi should be drawn and quartered’ 
Maude cncd vehemendy. ’April, poor baby, don’t sob 
so tcmbly. Oh, I know how you feel, I really do I 
how important this is to you. Remember how I 
that my story is based on your wnning? It still it 

tnis 
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changes nothing. If the ending turns out differently, I’ll 
make it perfectly clear that it vms rigged against you, 
that no honest choice ^vas ever made. Here, put this 
quilt around you, you’re shivering. There, that’s better, 
now blow your nose. Have you even had breakfast?’ 

Td just finished when Frankie came in.’ 

‘Want some of my coffee to Avarm you up? It’s still 
hot, and it’s chilly in this room. No place in France 
understands central heating, American style.’ 

‘No thanks,’ April ans^vered, her tears reduced to a 
few sniffs by Maude’s s^Tupathy. 

‘Lx)mbardi hasn’t given you even a fighting chance 
at the contract. Or Jordan, for that matter. Of course 
you realize what has to have happened?’ Maude said, 
soothingly. ‘Tinker must have let him make love to her 
when she went for that runway lesson, there’s no other 
explanation. Maybe she even put the idea in his head, 
who knows what tricks she could get up to? But you’d 
think Lombardi would pretend that he hasn’t made his 
choice so early in the game, you’d think he’d let it play 
out as a competition and declare a wnner afterward. 
He’s utterly shameless . . . what I don’t understand is 
how he can not realize that after the show no one will 
believe he could have chosen her instead of you?’ 

‘He doesn’t give a damn, that’s the only ansrwer I can 
think of,’ April said thoughtfully. ‘Jordan won’t be 
particularly upset, she hasn’t believed she had a real 
shot because she’s black, she told me that on the 
plane coming over and she’s never changed her mind. 
To think I was worried because Necker took her to 
Versailles. I should have been worried about Tinker 
instead. But damn it, I don’t see why any one of 
us, including Jordan, couldn’t have ended up as the 
Lombardi girl if people played fair.’ 

‘April, darling, it was never going to be Jordan, she 
was right about that. But it should have been you.’ 


299 



Maude looked with compassion . and adoration at 
April’s face. Her beauty gave no quarter, there was no 
mercy in it, as there was in less perfect faces. It seemed 
indecent to her that there would not be a consensus 
about April’s perfection for it rang so true. 

‘Do you think . . . ?’ Maude began and then stopped. 

‘What? What were you going to say?’ 

‘That maybe what Lombardi said is true, that Tinker’s 
simply given him new ideas for design, who knows why, 
and that’s the only reason he’s working with her every 
day? That would explain why he didn’t bother to 
pretend - nothing is settled in his mind, and we’re 
jumping to conclusions, April! After all. Tinker only has 
a few hours a day for those stupid tango lessons, and 
from tango to runway is by no means a dear path. I 
think this story is very far from over - you’ve still got 
every chance to win. I’m sure of it!’ 

‘Do you really believe that or are you only saying it 
to make me feel better?’ 

‘I’d never give you false hope, April. I truly believe 
that nothing’s been decided and once you’re on that 
runway, you’ll cany the day.’ 

‘Oh, Maude, I love you! You’re the- only person 
around here with a working brain.’ April flung herself 
at Maude and wrapped her arms around her, kissing 
her on the cheek in an exuberance of relief and 
renewed hope. 

‘April, you have no idea how good that feels.’ 

‘Good?’ April looked at Maude inquisitively. ‘Does it 
feel good to be told you’re a genius?’ 

‘It feels good to have you kiss me. Even on the cheek. 
It’s the first time I’ve felt your lips.’ 

‘Oh.’ 

‘Don’t draw away like that, April. You’ve had to know 
that this %vas bound to be said sooner or later, haven’t 
you?’ 
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‘I haven’t thought about it,’ April quavered, still 
sitting on the bed and clutching the quilt around her 
shoulders. 

‘Not once, not even one little time? It never hap- 
pened to even cross your mind?’ Maude asked softly. 

‘Well ... I guess maybe I did ^s'onder ... a little, I’m 
not stupid . . . okay, after I’d told you how I felt about 
men I started thinking about how you led your own life, 
and I realized that you . . . well I \s’asn’t sure, but . . . 
you know what I mean. I guess it’s because of the way 
you dress, otherwise I wouldn’t have dreamed . . .’ 

“Yet you’ve still spent every day with me exploring 
Paris. Do you understand what that means?’ 

‘It means that I’m not afndd of you and I don’t think 
any the less of you for anything you do. Whatever it is,’ 
April added with a nervous giggle. 

‘I know that and I’m glad, but there’s something 
more, April, something you haven’t even allowed your- 
self to understand. April, listen to me, don’t turn your 
head away like a little girl, you’re not a little girl, not 
at all. You’re very much a woman and you wonder what 
it would be like with another woman . . . you wonder 
about it all the time, don’t you, darling? Oh, April, it’s 
the most natural thing in the world for you to think 
about. You told me that you don’t like men, you tried 
with them but you couldn’t go through wth it because 
it disgusted you. You may be a virgin April, but that 
doesn’t mean that you’re not a normal human being 
with a normal body, so there’s only one alternative.’ 

‘You make it sound so logical,’ April murmured 
protestingly. 

‘It is logical, April. What isn’t logical is that a normal 
woman like you has no sex life at all. That’s cruel, that’s 
true punishment. I know you feel like an outcast and 
that doesn’t make the slightest sense. It must be a 
torment to you. How long do you imagine it can go on?’ 
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‘I can’t even bear to think about the whole thing, it’s 
such a mess. I’m completely confused . . .’ April took 
refuge in muteness, bending her head to hide her 
blushing face, looking down at her shaking hands. Still 
she didn’t move away from her perch on the side of 
Maude’s bed. 

‘April, April,’ Maude said, her voice trembling, reach- 
ing out and caressing April’s downcast head, ‘of course 
you’re confused, you always will be until you at least 
bring yourself to make love with a woman, just once, 
and find out if that’s what you like. Ideally, it should 
be someone experienced, someone who knows you’re 
a virgin and doesn’t expect fireworks - who doesn t 
expect anything - now how many people could that 
description apply to?.’ 

April laughed and Maude felt her relax a little. She 
continued to touch April’s hair lightly as she spoke 
quietly, evenly. 

‘I could be accused, rightfully, of being opportunistic, 
but you know you owe it to yourself to find out, or you 
wouldn’t still be here with me, would you? You’ve almost 
made your decision, darling. It’s going to happen 
sooner or later, that you know for sure. Don’t let it be 
on a crazy impulse with a stranger, just to get it over 
with, the way you tried to with those boys. The first time 
should be with someone you can trust, someone you 
know as well as you know me, someone you’ve confided 
in, someone who understands you. Oh, April, sweet, 
confused April, I promise to be so tender, so gentle, I 
won’t rush you into anything and if you want to stop, 
I’ll stop, no questions or recriminations, the way there 
are wth men. I promise you, a solemn promise, tliat I’ll 
respect your wishes. It won’t make any difference in the 
way I feel about you. You can’t possibly go the entire 
rest of your life not knowng, so let me love you, my • 
darling. All it takes is the courage to say yes.’ 
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April turned her head and looked shyly, indirectly, at 
Maude. Then she leaned forward from the edge of the 
bed and brushed Maude’s cheek with a quick kiss, too 
embarrassed to say a word, not even the ‘yes’ that 
she was bursting to say. How many nights had she lain 
aw^e thinking about Maude Callender? How long had 
she spent wondering about the sophisticated, dashing, 
fascinating woman whom she felt closer and closer to 
every day. She hadn’t dared to imagine this happening 
. . . no, to be honest, she had imagined it, but not 
beyond the vague, frightening, quickly thrust a^vay idea 
that something like this might be possible. At least . . 
not impossible. Yet she didn’t feel frightened now, she 
felt taken care of, she felt adored, she felt a curiosity 
so wld and powerful that her mouth ^vas dry and her 
limbs trembled and her nipples tingled, 

‘Come to bed, April,’ Maude whispered, sliding the 
quilt away, putting her arms around April’s shoulders 
and kissing her hair lightly. ‘Lean back on this pillow 
and close your eyes, just think about how you feel, that’s 
the only important thing. You’re so tense . . . don’t be. 
I’m just going to kiss your face.’ 

Maude kissed April softly, taking the girl’s head in 
her hands and placing her lips gently on April’s fore- 
head, just at her hairline. Back and forth her lips 
traced a path that wdened almost imperceptibly, until 
Maude was kissing April’s small, lovely earlobes and her 
sublime jawline as well as her hairline, outlining the 
exquisite shape of her face. She felt April’s body go 
limp wth relaxation and she heard her sigh with relief 
that the die was cast, yet still Maude continued to press 
her lips only to the outer edges of April’s face. Her iron 
self-control gave her far more pleasure than she would 
have gained if she had kissed April with the full violence 
of her excitement. 

As Maude kissed April she drew back often to gaze at 
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the girl’s willfully expressionless features with amazed 
joy, almost unable to believe that the face she wor- 
shipped was abandoned to her touch. When April’s 
closed lips finally parted slightly of their own accord, 
Maude brushed them with one finger, floating that 
finger repeatedly over April’s warm lips with the most 
delicate of contacts, until she saw that April’s mouth 
was pouting, as if it had a life of its own and was reaching 
out for something April herself had no knowledge of. 
Only then did Maude kiss April on her lips, giving her 
dry, feathery, closed-mouth kisses on the sides and tops 
and bottoms of the proffered, expectant lips, never fully 
covering April’s mouth with her own. 

She felt April timidly pushing her lips forward, but 
she wouldn’t allow her mouth to be captured, not yet, 
not until she’d driven April to demand it. Soon, sooner 
than she’d expected, Maude felt April’s hands reach 
out and meet behind her head so that she could pull 
Maude forward toward her, until their lips met fully, 
the girl giving her kiss for kiss, whimpering with word- 
less pleasure as she tasted the woman’s full mouth. 
Maude was determined that April would be the first 
to use her tongue and, as she kissed April lingeringly, 
but almost chastely, she felt a tiny flicker of the 
girl’s tongpie, almost imperceptible at first, but quickly 
growing more bold. She let April dart her tongue 
forward until she grew more and more demanding, 
until she was openly trying to get Maude to respond. 
Only then did Maude, unable to stop herself, finally 
suck April’s tongue softly and steadily. Soon she quickly 
wet the fingers of one hand with her tongue and slid 
them under the girl’s dressing gown and nightgown 
until she found the small, stiff, pointed nipple of one 
breast 

For a long dreamy time Maude condnued to suck - 
April’s tongue and tantalize the dp, only the dp, of her 



nipple, knowng that the combination of sensations, 
isolated from any other touch, was intensely powerful. 
She >vas entirely focused on April’s breathing, listening 
voluptuously as she heard it quicken, as the girl drew 
her head back and murmured ‘Don’t stop’ and tried, 
wthout success, to push more of her s^velling, sensitized 
nipple into Maude’s fingers. No, Maude thought, no, 
she wouldn’t be rushed, she wouldn’t let April do 
anything to get it over with, as she had wth men, she’d 
rather go mad tvith her own piercing desire before 
she’d allow that. 

Finally Maude felt the touch she’d been waiting for, 
the do^vn^vard pressure on the top of her head that 
indicated, wordlessly, that April wanted her to suck her 
nipples, but she pretended not to understand, playing 
wth the tip of April’s nipple even more lightly than 
before. ‘Oh, please, please . . .’ April sighed. 

‘What do you ^vant, my darling?’ Maude murmured. 
‘Tell me exacdy what you want, say the words.’ 

‘Suck me, suck my breastsl’ April begged, and Maude, 
glancing at her face, saw that she was far beyond 
blushing. But before Maude could lower her head, 
April changed her mind as she felt herself invaded by 
sensations she’d never kno^vn before. The girl sat up in 
the bed where she had been lying so passively, and threw 
both of her strong arms over Maude, one on each side, 
immobilizing her. 

‘Unbutton-your pajamas,’ April ordered. ‘I want your 
breasts, I want them now.’ And as soon as Maude’s big, 
beautifully shaped breasts were revealed, April threw 
herself on them ravenously, handling them with firm, 
ardent, awkward fingers, sucking each nipple with her 
whole mouth, . clumsy yet masterful in her suddenly 
understood greed, licking and biting in an attack so 
unleashed that she was astonished by herself. ‘I want 
you hanging over me,* April commanded harshly, and 
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slid do’W'n on the bed so that Maude could reverse her 
position. 

When she saw Maude’s breasts dangling over her face 
April felt herself grow rvild and strong rvith a desire 
she’d never known, she pressed tiie breasts together 
so that she could suckle one nipple after another 
with lightning rapidity, abandoning herself utterly to 
the realization of a fantasy that had always, she now 
admitted to herself, lurked at the back of her mind. 
The abundance of Maude’s breasts intoxicated her, she 
looked with wonder at their hanging ripeness, the full 
rosy firmness of their skin, the darkness and largeness 
of their mature nipples. She fed on them, shuddering 
with luxurious invention, pulling on the nipples, teas- 
ingly, imperatively, with a swollen mouth and careful 
teeth and a plundering tongue, imagining hazily that 
she was a baby, imagining that she was a man, until 
suddenly, she realized that she was a woman and she 
wanted to be fucked. 

‘Maude, Maude, what do we do now?’ April cried. 

‘Do you want more? Say the words, just say the words, 

‘Please, Maude, I don’t know the words.’ 

‘Yes you do.’ 

‘I beg you. I can’t stand it anymore.’ 

‘What do you want me to do?’ Maude was implacable, 
It was the only way to make April know herself. 

‘Between my legs . . , your hand, your mouth, 
everything! Quickly!’ 

‘No, not quickly, never quickly, not the first time,’ 
Maude murmured. ‘Take off your nightgown, get under 
the covers.’ While April hastened to do her bidding, 
Maude slid out of the bottoms of her pajamas, ‘You’ve 
had my breasts, but I haven't had yours,’ she told April 
with mock sternness. ‘That’s not right, not when I’ve 
been dying for them for so long, dreaming of them, 
watching you flaunt them without a bra under those 
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tight sweaters, driving me mad ... lie still, let me look 
. . . oh, your nipples are as hard as mine, and I’ve barely 
played wth one of them . . . you were bom for this, 
darling, bom for it.’ 

By the time Maude attacked April’s lovely small 
breasts with her kisses, she had positioned herself in 
the bed so that April’s nipples were on a level with her 
mouth and her hands were free to descend the length 
of the girl’s body. Between kisses, with a reverent, 
hesitant caress she laid one hand on the girl’s flat belly, 
%vaiting for the slightest hint of rejection. Instead, April 
arched her pelvis and threw the covers off the bed, so 
that the entire length of her naked, magnificent body 
^vas revealed. Her mound was covered with straight, silky 
hair, the same gold as the hair on her head. 

“Yes, yes, there, lower, now, I can’t wait!’ April 
moaned. She heaved herself upwards in the bed, push- 
ing Maude do\vnward, away from her breasts, crying out, 
‘your mouth, Maude, I have to have your mouth!’ April 
opened her legs \vide and spread her wet, congested 
lower lips apart "with her hands. ‘There, put your mouth 
on me there,’ she demanded in a tone of domination 
that Maude had rarely heard, a tone for which she 
abandoned her own, unselfish plans to obey. 

She s\viveled on the mattress and crouched above 
April, enveloping the pink, enlarged bulb of the girl’s 
clitoris -with the pulsating, firm suction of her hot 
mouth. At the same time, she inserted two fingers gendy 
into the entrance to April’s vagina, remembering that 
she was a virgin. April cried out in ecstasy and pushed 
down on Maude’s fingers as hard as she could. Then 
she pulled back until the fingers almost lost contact with 
her and immediately pushed down again, contract- 
ing her vagina and panting, ‘Push, push harder! Give 
me another finger! Don’t stop sucking!’ 

Maude gave herself to her task with an intensity that 

307 



blocked out anything but an awareness of April’s sensa- 
tions. It was as if she were being fucked for the 
first time herself, as she gave the girl what she’d wanted 
so desperately, for so long, without knowing it. April’s 
vulva was open and distended, madly greedy, demand- 
ing, more engorged every second. \^enever she tried 
to slow the rhythm of her fingers and her mouth, to 
make the first time last longer, April spurred her on, 
as if she were riding a horse, and soon, from the 
tenseness in her thighs and the way she raised her pelvis, 
Maude knew that April’s orgasm was approaching. She 
heightened the sucking rhythm she had established, 
making her lips and tongue as hard and tight 
as possible, letting April go faster and faster as she 
rode her three hard fingers until she felt the girl 
pause for a long, silent second and then come, shriek- 
ing and bucking, into her waiting mouth. Her fingers, 
deep inside April, were clutched and unclutched by 
the powerful spasms that lasted a long time until 
they eventually came farther apart and finally stopped 
entirely. 

When the girl lay quiet at last, Maude lifted her head 
and looked at her face, not knowing what to expect; 
shame, a return of shyness, bewlderment, anything was 
possible. April’s eyes were shining through her half- 
parted lids and she licked her dry, smiling lips. 

‘Just give me a minute to bask, Maude, my beloved, 
just give me a minute and then . . , then I’m going to 
fuck you, fuck you good. I’ll be grateful to you every 
day for the rest of my life. I’ll never be able to thank 
you enough.’ 

‘Listen, darling, you don’t have to, honestly ... I have 
ways.’ 

“You don’t understand. I want to, I’m dying to taste 
you, I can’t wait for it . . . I’m just getting my strength 
back, is all. I’m going to fuck you and then you’re going 



to fuck me again or we’ll do it to each other at the same 
time. I’m just getting started, Maude. Think of how 
much I have to make up for. Oh, come on up here right 
away and kiss me, I’m going crazy just thinking about 
how good it’s going to be.’ 

Not only can she keep up with me, Maude thought, 
she’s going to go far beyond what I can give her, and 
not that far from now. She’s unstoppable. I’d better 
take what I can get before the word gets out, before she 
gets curious about other women. Or is she already? 
She’s going to be the most wanted girl in town when 
we get back to New York. She doesn’t need me, but she 
doesn’t know that yet. 

Maude moved up on the bed so that she could meet 
April’s lips, her body so aroused that a touch would 
bring her to orgasm, her heart breaking. 
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Jacques Necker woke up each morning to the conviction 
that he would feel more rested if he could somehow 
make himself stay up all night and go without sleep 
entirely- He v;as plagued by brutally punishing night- 
mares that vanished before he opened his eyes, leaving 
him with a sensation of having been physically pounded 
into the ground. He v/as depressed to his very core, but 
without a memory to pin to the nightmares. Never- 
theless, in the last week, they seemed to have become 
a part of the historic reality of his own life, as real as 
any of his achievements and as solid as any of his 
possessions. 

The hideous miasma of the night was only slightly 
dispelled as he forced himself through his brisk morn- 
ing routine and his rapid walk to his office. As spring 
collection v/eek rapidly approached, he found some 
relief in thrusting himself into overdrive, not only 
making the usual important decisions that determined 
the overall course of his business empire, but also 
overseeing feverishly the small details that he normally 
left to the people who vvere well paid to do these jobs. 
He deviled the party arrangers about the work in 
progress for the showing at the Ritz, demanding to 
knov/ if they had enough tens of dozens of flowering 
trees, v^anting an explanation about the progress of 
their painted decors, insisting on changing the menu, 
even tasting the wines, as if the success of the Lombardi 
collection were the only thing on his mind. He worked 


310 



later and later, driving his associates mad wtli his 
second-guessing of already^made plans, postponing the 
moment when he would have to leave the place where 
his word was law, and return home. 

If his wfe, poof Nicole, W'ere still alive, he would have 
had an obligatory' distraction every evening, Necker 
thought, with a grimace, since Nicole had expended 
most of her energies on entertaining w'ith enormous 
style at least once a w'eek and on being entertained in 
return. He remembered the shadow of distress that 
would cross her face if they dined alone together more 
than once in any given week. Unless her appointment 
diary rvas filled six weeks in advance, she quickly felt 
friendless, abandoned and, %vorst of all, unimportant. 
Knowing this, in spite of the pressure of his w'ork, 
Necker had never protested at having to leave home, 
showered and freshly dressed, in time to be driven to 
yet another dinner party or gala. It %vas the least he 
could do for her, he had long ago decided, since he no 
longer loved her wth anything but a reflex of mild 
affection, and hadn’t given her children to occupy her 
life. 

Even if Nicole were still alive he wouldn’t have 
mentioned his nightmares to her, Necker realized. They 
had fallen out of the habit of personal revelations a 
very long time ago, less than two years after their 
marriage, when it became clear that her world consisted 
of fittings and lunches and consultations with florists 
and caterers, and his world consisted of business. 

Not many weeks passed, after Nicole’s death, before 
Necker began to receive twice as many invitations to 
dinner than he and Nicole had ever received as a 
couple. He refused them all, occasionally asking several 
old friends to dine at his house, merely to let people 
know that he hadn’t become a morbid hermit. He had 
no interest in remarriage, but he realized that he 


had been targeted by every important hostess in Paris, 
each of whom had her own candidate, one of the many, 
still lovely divorcees or widows of suitable background 
and interests, to become the second Madame Necker. 

It was unthinkable, Parisian hostesses agreed among 
themselves, that a fabulously rich man, a particularly 
handsome, alluring, vigorous man who was younger in 
so many ways than his actual age, should be allowed to 
draw another breath without a new attachment. 

However, Jacques Necker managed to show himself 
so unresponsive, even rudely uninterested, when it 
came to that, that all but a very few of his oldest and 
most optimistic friends had given up arranging his 
future. Sometimes, in a rare moment in which he 
admitted his loneliness to himself, he asked himself why 
he didn’t give in to the matchmakers and pick some 
perfectly agreeable woman to busy the comers of his 
life with the bustle of redecoration and the myriad 
irritations of domesticity known only to the enormously 
wealthy - someone energetic, he thought, who would 
consider it minimal to own the banalities of a yacht, a 
chateau and a villa at Saintdean-Cap-Ferrat, someone 
who planned safaris and skied and would bully him into 
taking time off and ‘enjoying life.’ 

But he didn’t intend to be condemned to repeat the 
pattern of his life wth Nicole, the dining out and 
entertaining, chatting about nothing with the same 
three hundred people year after year. Until he learned 
about Justine, he had been, if not content, at least 
resigned to spending his small amount of leisure in 
collecting, reading art history and flying off frequently 
to Zurich, Amsterdam, Milan or London to see the 
newest museum and gallery exhibitions or to attend the 
latest of the annual antiques fairs to which dealers from 
all over brought their finest wares. 

The only ^vay he knew he hadn’t turned into an 



antique himself, Necker thought, was that his sexual 
appetite ^vas far from dead. He couldn’t bring himself 
to keep a mistress, preferring the efficient, if joyless, 
relief afforded by the most exclusive call girls in Paris. 

He expended his supercharge of energy almost every 
evening in violent squash games at his club, often 
dining there as well, "svith one of his many squash 
partners. 

The blow jusdne had dealt him in not coming to Paris 
immobilized him for several days. One morning, while 
walking to the office, he suddenly asked himself why, 
now that a suitable amount of time had passed, he had 
not done the natural thing and inquired after her 
health. As soon as he arrived in his office he called 
Frankie and asked if Miss Loring’s ear infection had 
responded to treatment. 

‘I’m not certain,’ Frankie answered, too surprised by 
the suddenness of his question to make up a lie. 

‘How is that possible? Don’t you keep in touch on a 
daily basis?’ 

‘No, actually we don’t,’ Frankie said, recovering. 
‘Justine has almost seventy other models to worry 
about. She knows where we are and that the girls are 
keeping busy - she counts on me to alert her to any 
problems, so I don’t need to check in with her every 
day.’ 

‘Miss Severino, I consider you entirely capable, but it 
seems to me that wth the Lombardi spring collection 
less than a week away. Miss Loring would find it more 
important to be here than in New York, where nothing 
tlris important can possibly be going on.’ 

T don’t know what she could do here that I can’t,’ 
Frankie said hardily. ‘Tinker doesn’t have a minute to 
herself all day long, as you know, and Lombardi said he 
doesn’t ^vant to even lay eyes on April or Jordan until 
he’s ready to fit them along ■witli all the other models. 
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He’s expressly asked me not to disturb him for any 
reason. From what Tinker tells me, he’s making new 
designs like mad and all his associates are working to 
keep up with him. Marco has his ateliers open and filled 
with workers night and day. I don’t see what possible 
good Justine could do over here, except add to the 
confusion.’ 

‘It’s a question of dignity,’ Necker heard himself say 
pompously. ‘Miss boring’s absence fails to reflect her 
consideration of the importance of the Lombardi con- 
tract. I assume she’d manage to come for the collection 
itself.’ 

‘Oh, certainly! Of course she will, if not before,’ 
Frankie said calmly. 

‘Are you all keeping busy?’ Necker asked, forcing a 
friendlier tone. 

‘Now that the girls have finished working wth the 
photographer from Zing, they’re basically killing time 
. . . the club scene palled quickly for all of us. Maude 
Callender, the writer from Zing, and April have been 
sightseeing all over Paris and Jordan’s usually off doing 
her thing at museums. Yesterday she spent almost all 
day again at that museum of decorative arts. That’s 
become her favorite Parisian spot.’ 

‘Your little group seems amazingly dedicated to 
culture.’ 

‘Well, what’s left. Monsieur Necker? The girls don’t 
dare indulge in French lunches or dinners, the cook- 
ing’s too fattening, there’s nothing much to buy in the 
stores except leftover winter stuff on sale. They can’t 
even shop! All the new movies are in French, even the 
TV’s in French. It’s too cold to stroll around for long 
or sit in the parks, Paris doesn’t even have any decent 
workout clubs . . . how do women stay in shape here? 
If it weren’t for the arts, what would we do with 
ourselves? Everyone in the couture is working in a frenzy 


of last-minute arrangements this last week but, except 
for Tinker, my girls aren’t needed yet.’ 

‘Quite true. I hadn’t thought of that Are you part of 
the culture brigade?’ 

‘I make it a point to spend as much time as I possibly 
can at the Louvre.’ - 

‘An excellent focus for your energies.’ 

‘Thank you,’ Frankie said demurely. ‘It’s the ex- 
perience of a lifetime.’ 

After he’d hung up, Necker drummed on his desk in 
a wave of pain, unable to collect. his thoughts. Frankie 
Severino, that impossible creature, dared to lie to him, 
even to complain, and there was nothing he could do 
about it. It was beyond humiliation, beyond shame, 
almost beyond frustration. Pure pain, he thought, a 
pain that he felt as a t'ast punch in the stomach. It was 
so real he tried to find it with his fingers so that he 
could massage it away, so real that he tvas surprised that 
it didn’t make him bend over w’hen he tvalked. 

Many tens of thousands of people were busy at this 
very minute, all worMng for him, busily turning out 
goods from textiles to peifiimes, people to whom his 
word was all powerful, yet this impossible twit of a girl, 
who unquestionably knew the tru&, could not be made 
to reveal a breath of it He no longer could even try to 
believe that Justine intended to come for the collection 
any more than he had believed, from the first minute, 
that she had ever been sick. It was just as unlikely that 
Frankie was haunting the Louvre. It tvas, of course, 
possible that April and the journalist might be sight- 
seeing but the only thing Frankie said that rang with 
truth rvas the brief picture she’d painted of Jordan at 
the Musee des Arts Decoratifs. 

The museum was crammed wth great furniture and 
objects, entire rooms preserved and arranged exactly as 
they had been during the life of the past, and for anyone 
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like Jordan, there would be long hours in which other 
visitors would be almost absent and she could gaze at 
her leisure and dream hereelf back into another world. 

Suddenly the thought of Jordan wandering around, 
peering with fascination into those romantic, evocative 
rooms, but unable to enter them because of the velvet 
rope that protected them from the public, touched 
something in Necker that enabled him to put Frankie’s 
lies behind him for a while, to allow the pain to retreat. 

He could, at least, make Jordan happy for an after- 
noon, he thought, Jordan’s pragmatic assessment of her 
position as a black woman had given him a perspective 
on her maturity and her self-reliance. He understood, 
after what she had explained to him about the cautious 
way in which she navigated the world, that she would 
almost certainly not go into a fine antiques shop by 
herself to look at things she couldn’t aJEFord to buy. It 
was only an unusually selfeonfident white tourist who 
dared to brave the imposing doors of the fine French 
antiques dealer, only those who were rich enough to 
feel at home anywhere and wise enough in the ways of 
such commerce to realize that one was free to ‘just look’ 
at the best without the intention to buy. And even they 
usually came with a sponsor, a client of the house. The 
flea market dealers of Paris grew rich on the awe 
inspired by merchants of quality antiques. 

Necker had his secretary reach Jordan on the phone 
and soon made his suggestion. 

‘I understand from Miss Severino that you’ve enjoyed 
the Musee des Arts Decoratifs. I know it well but it’s 
frustrating having guards hovering over me as if I were 
going to steal something the minute their backs are 
turned. Would it be fun for you to go to some shops 
wth truly fine things where you can open every drawer, 
turn over every piece of porcelain, inspect every hinge? 
Someplace where they don’t expect you to buy?’ 



‘Oh, yes, I’d love that!’ 

‘I can pick you up at three this afternoon. How docs 
that sound?’ 

‘Perfect!’ 

After he’d made his arrangement with Jordan, 
Necker, after a moment’s thought, called the House of 
Kraemer to make an appointment. All three of the 
Messieurs Kraemer would, most unfortunately, most 
unusually, be away that afternoon, a secretary' told him. 
They were at auctions in three different cities, but 
Monsieur Jean, their chief assistant, would be delighted 
to assist him, to do the honors of the house for 
Monsieur Necker and his guest. Mademoiselle Dancer. 

Normally he never bothered to announce his visits to 
the Kraemers but this time he phoned in advance 
because he realized that if he suddenly appeared on 
their doorstep with the most magnificently beautiful 
black woman anyone had ever seen, even tlie great poise 
of the Kraemers might not be able to prevent the 
momentary showing of the smallest hint of surprise or 
curiosity. He couldn’t allow that to happen to Jordan 
while she was with him. Intelligent and wise in the ways 
of the world as she was, he found himself feeling 
strongly protective toward her ... a protectiveness 
mixed with tenderness. He wanted only good things to 
happen to Jordan, Jacques Necker realized, and fleet- 
ingly wondered if she’d become a daughter-substitute 
to him. 

Strange, Jordan thought, that Jacques Necker should 
have phoned just when she was feeling particularly 
abandoned. Tinker had been whisked away on her 
cloud of glory; April and Maude never seemed to be 
around or available; it was obvdous that Frankie and 
Mike had their own, intense private life together, lucky, 
lucky them — there was nobody left to hang out, with 


except. Lord have mercy, that old Peaches Wilcox, who 
was good fun in a crowd, but who gave Jordan a quick 
dismissive smile when they met by chance in the lobby. 
It was, Jordan thought, the sort of forgiving facial 
grimace a famous woman makes when someone doesn’t 
recognize who she is. Jordan didn’t hold it against 
Peaches. That was just the way it was. 

Jordan had planned to go antiquing this after- 
noon in any case. She’d walked the streets of the Left 
Bank and found many of them lined with small, un- 
pretentious shops whose windows displayed wares to 
tempt the devil. She felt so at home in Paris, she’d 
received so many glances that frankly admired her for 
herself without any racial overtones, that Jordan had 
allowed herself to investigate several of the smaller 
boutiques and discovered that antiques dealere liked 
nothing more than conversation. 

Like the best of hosts, they gave the impression that 
they opened their doors to her for no other reason than 
to meet her and chat. They were so low-key that Jordan 
had relaxed into a state in which she felt no obligation 
to buy anything at all. Somehow she acquired a set 
of charming old dessert plates and four irresistible 
chocolate cups with matching saucers and a chocolate 
pot, two vases and a dozen small botanical engravings, 
but the dealers seemed neither pleased not displeased 
when their conversations terminated in a purchase, 
after the necessary minor bargaining that was part of 
the transaction. 

The whole process Avas so delightful that Jordan had 
toyed %vith the fantasy of living the rest of her life in 
Paris, of working there until she was too old to model, 
saving her money like a frugal Frenchwoman and 
eventually opening a litde antiques shop of her own. 
But even as she invented the dream, she read the 
ne^vspape^s and learned of the strong and ever rising 
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tide of hate against black immigrants from North Africa, 
of the growing percentage of French who blamed blacks 
for all the complicated ills of the country. 

She definitely had more options at home, Jordan 
realized, even as she relished ^vaiking the streets feeling 
all around her that special kind of homage that all 
Europeans accord to beautiful women of any race. 

‘No shop wndow?’ Jordan asked as Necker’s car drew 
to a stop in front of the Kraemer hotel particvlier. 

‘They’re too famous to advertise with even a window. 
It’s the sort of place you’d never go to unless you knew 
about it already, yet if you just showed up and rang the 
bell they’d be perfectly charming to you.’ 

‘So, in that way, they’re no different from other 
antiques dealers?’ 

‘You’ve been shopping?’ He concealed his surprise 
smoothly. 

‘In a small way, a tiny way really, on the Left Bank. 
There’s only so much room in my suitcases and I’ve 
already used it up. I wonder if they really want my 
business ... is it my imagination or are they feindy let 
down when I actually buy something?’ 

‘Oh, no, you’re right about that. Imagine spending 
your life hunting for certain special things, tinally 
discovering these things in the most unusual, un- 
expected places, persuading someone to sell them to 
you and then, after all that fun and trouble, having to 
resell those trophies to make a living. I think it’s a 
particularly refined sort of torture, but dealers chose 
it, and the Kraemers have continued to do it for 
three generations. Of course they’ve kept many of the 
treasures for themselves, they must or die of broken 
hearts. Once I told Philippe Kraemer he ^vas as self- 
punishing as a ballet dancer who chooses to dance in 
pain all her life, but he merely laughed at me. When 
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you get down to it, he sees everything first. I’m sure he 
has better things than I do.’ 

‘How about models who starve themselves and spend 
their life in high heels, walking in agony and making it 
look like fun? It’s always something, isn’t it? What are 
the disadvantages of your business?’ 

‘I’ve never thought about it. Perhaps there aren’t 
any,’ Necker said in a starded burst of amusement. 

‘Lucky man. One yard of fabric is like another, 
one botde of perfume like another, you don’t deal in 
unique olyects, except for your couture houses, and if 
one of your designers doesn’t make the cut, he can 
always be replaced, right? It’s the name that has to be 
established, basically to sell the perfume down the 
road.’ 

‘Precisely. That’s why I’m launching Lombardi. But 
don’t you want to go in?’ 

‘I’m rambling on like a dealer,’ Jordan said ivith her 
habitual smiling composure as the chauffeur opened 
the door of the car. She was dressed in uncompromis- 
ingly well-cut jacket and trousers, and a turtleneck 
sweater, all of them the rich, deep dark brown of 
bittersweet chocolate. They made a background against 
which the splendid, unnameable tint of her skin created 
as vivid a contrast as if she were a very fair skinned 
woman dressed in black satin. 

‘Monsieur Necker, Mademoiselle, welcome, both of 
you, and please come in out of the cold,’ said Monsieur 
Jean, the slim blond assistant who knew so much about 
antiques that the Kraemers could, when necessary, leave 
their affairs in his hands. 

‘Jordan, this is Monsieur Jean,’ Necker said in 
English. ‘Monsieur Jean, this is Mademoiselle Dancer, 
who is an amateur of antiques.’ 

‘I’m delighted to meet you. Mademoiselle. May I offer . 
you some tea? A drink?’ 



‘No, thank you. Perhaps later. Jordan, is there, any- 
thing special you’d like to see?’ 

Oh no ... I just w'ant to look around,’ Jordan 
Mstvered, in awed astonishment. Never in the world 
had she imagined that so much priceless furniture and 
so many exquisite jewels of smaller objects could be 
concentrated in one house, in just the entrance to one 
house - yet not priceless, she reminded herself, since 
ey were all for sale. She had been antiquing on the 
lartnnges of nowhere, she reaUzed, talking to dealers 
who would themselves be stunned by a single pair of 
sconces at the Kraemers’. 

For an hour, Jordan and Necker wandered at random 
W of Kraemer et Cie. Gradually 

These armchairs. 

n__ . were displayed to be sat on by 

woman would buy a chair 
marhr comfort? This Louis XVI white 

mount gih dock mth its three dials and tliree 

consX^r to be 

S sense 

po^.cr^ul, was an o^ect with a 

hSag^""^"'^’ ^ ballpoint pen in her 

ghmpse into the possibilities of possession 
snnil ^ richest people in the world going to 
^oil her pleasure in her small finds, Jordan wondered? 
as She going to compare her dear litde chocolate cups 

inkstand and fiiid them 
^vantmg? No, she decided; no more than she found her 
o\vn avorite clothes wanting in comparison to the ten- 
mousand-dollar evening dresses she’d worn at the last 
lit Blass collection. For some reason or another, one 
thing had no connection to the other. 

Jordan sat back, almost reclining, on a deep love seat 
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and half-closed her eyes, savoring with all her senses the 
special aroma of perfection of upkeep, composed of 
wood and wax and something indefinable - perhaps 
the roses that stood in small glass vases here and there 
- that filled the crowded rooms. Necker was inspecdng 
the edges of the carving on a table behind the love seat 
In his still concentration, Jordan thought, he seerned 
so intense that she had the impression of motion 
restrained by force. At that moment, a door con- 
cealed in the molding of the wall opened, and a man 
dressed in a dark uniform crossed the room. He saw 


Necker and stopped suddenly. ^ 

fAh, Monsieur Necker,’ he said in French. 
Monsieur Jean report to you the safe delivery of the 
bonheur-du-jour of Madame de Pompadour to Mademoi- 
selle Loring? I had the pleasure of accompanying the 

piece to New York myself — four days waiting for that 
blizzard to clear up, what a history! - but I promise you, 
I never let that precious crate out of my sight, except 
during the flight, naturally, until Mademoiselle Lonng 
herself personally signed for it. Oh, yes, I insisted on 
that. I hoped she liked it. Monsieur, such a superb work 


of art.’ 

‘Yes, of course, thank you very much,’ Necker said, 
hastily, on a dismissive note. The courier disappeared 
as suddenly as he’d arrived, leaving a silence in the 
room that was very different from the silence that had 
filled it before his entrance. 


Justine and Necked So that was it, Jordan thought, 
holding her breath in shock. So that was the reason all 
three of them had been picked to come to Paris. A 
writing table that had belonged to the mistress of Louis 
XV - millions of dollars! He must be insanely in love 
wth her ... it explained all his questions about Justine 
at the Petit Trianon. She made herself take shallow 


breaths as a wave of pain replaced her first amazement. 
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But why pain, she asked herself, why this terrible pain 
in her heart? What real difference did it make to her 
that Justine and Necker ... oh no, oh shit no! This 
could not be! She was jealous, Jordan realized, as she’d 
never been jealous in her life, jealous of Necker? But 
Necker was merely a man she’d been able to talk openly 
to, a good man, a decent man, a kind man w'ho’d 
listened to her vdth honest interest. His power, his 
wealth, his possessions - was it that? Oh, if only it were, 
if only it tvere, Jordan lamented. It w^as the feeling of 
his big, warm hand on her elbow, it was the tvay his grey 
hair curled at his temples and vanished into the blond, 
it was the very sound of his voice, a sound so different, 
so much more pleasing than any other voice she’d ever 
heard, it was his rare, quick boyish smile, his look of 
melancholy when he thought she wasn’t watching, it was 
- oh fuck - euCTything about him, from head to toe, and 
she was the worst fool on the planet Earth. Girl, you’ve 
fallen into it big-time, she thought, but you can’t sit 
here forever. At least, thank the good Lord, she’d 
resisted the temptation to show off her French. Now all 
she had to do was pretend that she hadn’t understood 
a word of what that delivery man had said. Nothing 
more complicated than acting out total ignorance while 
she was in a state of shock, and jealousy and other more 
impossible and impermissible emotions she mustn’t 
begin to think about until she was safely back in her 
hotel room. 

‘I think it’s time to go,’ Jordan said, rising in a liquid . 
movement. Necker stood riveted to the parquet. 
‘So many wonderful things . . . it’s been a great 
afternoon.’ 

‘Of course, if you’re ready . . .’ Necker said, recover- 
ing himself. He trailed her out to the entrance where 
they said farewell to Monsieur Jean and returned to the 
car. . 
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‘Henri,’ Necker ordered the chauffeur, ‘take us to 
the Ritz, please, the Vendome entrance.’ 

■ Ritz? Jordan asked in surprise. Hadn’t he taken 

her where he’d promised to take her? Wasn’t this 
horrifying afternoon over? 

We can both use a drink,’ he said grimly. 

suppose so ... I need something to counteract 

that fine French furniture. Perfection makes me 
thirsty.’ 

Babble on, Jordan told herself, babble on, because 
Jacques Necker can’t say anything I’m ever going to 

e leve again, and a few minutes more with him won’t 
kill me. 


nee inside the small lobby of the Ritz, they turned 
e t into the main bar, all amber velvet banquettes, with 
a wew of a wintry garden with high walls covered 
^t a w ite wooden trellis on which realistic, but imita- 
tion, ^een leaves and flowers had been cleverly 

intertwined, 

“">=>■.’ Necker said, taking Jordan 

Ch^pagne? Piease don't say tea,' 

thoun^'’prH fine, Jordan 

ounds finf it 17"* ®"‘=' 
somds fine, I m no Meryl Streep sounds fine 

an^NeXt^dT t ^d 

haif tZe Of stTcJ, ' 

journalists are in Milan. NevertheleS fashion 

now you ^von ’t be able to hear youielf "" 

been thinking—' ^ Jordan, I’ve 

Now, that s always a bad idea ’ TorHan t 

' J*^™an rushed in to 

324 



interrupt him. ‘Never think when you can drink. Could 
I please have another glass of champagne?’ 

‘Of course. I’ll join you. Waiter, two more glasses and 
some of those nuts. Jord^, I know*you speak French.’ 
‘How ... I mean, what makes you think — ?’ 

‘Jordan, don’t say anything. Just listen to me. I saw 
the ray you reacted to what the courier said. You 
understood every word, I could see the surprise on your 
face, but your first instinct svas to be tactful and play 
dumb and your second instinct was to get out of there 
as quickly as possible. You know I sent Justine a desk, 
don’t you?’ 

‘It’s none of my business,’ Jordan insisted hastily. 
There’s nothing you have to explain to me, nothing I 
need to know or want to know. There’s nothing I intend 
to repeat, ever. I give you my word on thaL’ 

Jordan, please be my Jriend, I have to have someone to 
talk to about her.’ 

‘Look, Monsieur Necker — ’ 

How many times have I asked you to call me Jacques? ’ 

I don’t intend to talk about Justine, if that’s why you 
brought me here. I’m sorry, truly sorry, and I am 
your friend, Jacques, but there’s no way I ^vant to hear 
about ic You’ll resent me for it eventually. I’ve never 
known it to fml. No matter what happens between the 
tVi'o of you, you’ll be sorry for anything you tell me now. 

I was in the wrong place at the wrong time and learned 
something that’s none of my business. Let’s leave it at 
that’ 

‘1 don’t blame you for jumping to conclusions.’ 

Jordan sipped some champagne, looked into the 
garden and prevented herself from raising even one 
eyebrow. She’d ssdd her piece. Jacques Necker took the • 
glass out of her hand and set it dorvn on the round 
table. He leaned toward her and turned her chin toward 
him so that she had to look him in the eye. 
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‘Justine Loring is not my mistress, Jordan. She’s mj 
daughter.’ . 

‘That’s impossible!’ Jordan exploded. Necker sat 
perfectly still and continued to look at her, mere)}' 
offering his face to her disbelieving gaze, until she 
clearly recognized the resemblance that Frankie ha 
noticed immediately. The spikes of ice in her heart 
vanished but there was no relief, only an emptiness that 
hadn’t been there before. 

'Yes,' Jordan said at last, after she’d processed ^ 
undeniable information. ‘Yes, I see. Of course. I 
been using my eyes . . .’ , 

‘Will you let me talk to you now? Please Jordan, 
implore you. No one in the world knows except Justi^ 
herself and possibly, I believe almost certainly, Fran ^ 
Severino. But she has steadily played ignorant an 
can’t force her to be disloyal to fustine. I’ve been 

It ^ tAfiPt) 


mad, Jordan. I don’t recognize myself. I can t sleep 
.o . . not 


without the most unspeakable nightmares, I tn 
functioning rationally, I’m in absolute despair, at the 
breaking point. / need you, T need to t^k to yo^' 
Remember when you asked me if I had children and i 
said my wife and I hadn’t had any? That was only han 
the truth . . . please, Jordan, may I tell you about it? 

Jordan looked clearly at Jacques Necker and saw 
another human being in trouble, a man whose eyes 
her for the basic, necessary mercy of a listening 
ear. He might indeed hate her in the future because of 
what he wanted so desperately to tell her now, but she’d 
have to take that chance. She could not turn away from 
someone in so much pain, it was as simple as that. 

So what IS the other half, Jacques,’ she asked sofdy, 
what happened?’ 

•! didn’t know Justine existed undl a few months ago,’ 
Necker satd tvtth a great sigh. ’I had no idea I had a 
daughter, none! I thought I was childless, I’d resigned 
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myself to it Helena, Justine’s mother, had kept me in 
ignorance. I abandoned Helena when she got pregnant. 
Left her alone, on her own. I 'was a totally worthless 
young shit, a disgrace, a sickening rotten little coward 
- we were both nineteen but that’s no excuse. Helena 
didn’t want me to have anything to do ^vith her child 
and who can blame her? When she knew' she ^vas dying, 
she finally decided to send me photographs of the only 
child I’ve ever had. Oh, such photographs, Jordan! 
Scrapbooks of pictures dating from Justine’s birth, all 
the way until she stopped modeling. Helena had a rich 
revenge.’ 

‘Revenge? How do you know she \vasn’t giring you a 
second chance, a very late second chance?’ 

‘Because Helena had turned Justine against me. 
Completely, thoroughly, over a lifetime, I imagine. Of 
course the first thing I tried to do ^vas to contactjustine 
but she wotildn’t have anything to do with me. She sent 
back all my. letters, unopened. I understood that too. 
So I organized the Lombardi contest and sent Gabrielle , 
d’Angelle to New York. I knew that as a businesswoman, 
Justine’s agency would have to become involved in it, 
there -ms no way to hold out. In the contracts she signed 
she v/as supposed to come svith you ... my God! Damn 
fnefor a total fool! Why didn’t I realize that the contest 
^vas the worst possible wy to deal wth her? WTiat the 
hell put that idea into my head?’ 

‘Only the devil himself,’ Jordan smiled. ‘To say that 
Justine does not respond well to pressure is an under- 
statement. I imagine you’re the same way.’ 

‘I am, I certainly am. So, at the last minute she 
pretended to be sick and sent Miss Severino instead.’ 

‘So that famous ear infection — ’ 

‘She’s not going to come, Jordan,’ Necker cried. ‘Not 
ever. She doesn’t want to have anything to do wth me, 
nothing, no contact at all.’ 


‘Nothing?’ 

‘Nothing.’ 

I couldn t stick to a decision like that myself,’ Jordan 
said, thoughtfully, ‘but Justine? She’s one of the most 
strong-minded people I've ever known, and if her 
mother worked on her since childhood, I can under- 
stand her holding out, at least so far. I know how 
stubborn she can be. We all take her seriously, believe 
me. But this whole thing’s crazy! Mad! You can’t possibly 
let it go on, for God’s sake. You’re her father! 
aren t you in New York, confronting her?’ 

How do you think. she’d react to that? It was my first 
impulse, and my second and my third, but would it have 
worked? Justine hates the thought of me, the fact of 
me, the idea of me. I can’t make her accept me as her 
father, it s much too late for that.’ 

Oh, I m not so sure . . . maybe, just maybe a 
confrontation would have been a good thing to do. 
There s something entirely different about knotvingyou 
have a father, even one you believe is an unworthy, 
low-life son of a bitch, and meeting the reality in flesh 
and blood. There’s a limit to how long she could have 
resisted you. You’re pre^tty persuasive, Jacques. I think 
kicking in her door would have worked eventually, 

when you first found out, but you blew it, lost the 
momentum.’ 

To soften her words, Jordan allowed herself to touch 
his hand. She drew back quickly . . . one more m^or 
mistake like that, she told herself angrily, and I’m out 
of here. She spent a reflective minute before she could 
conunue. I don’t think it’s too late . . . it’s only been 
a few months. You shouldn’t let yourself get in such a 
state This isn t a situation that can possibly last. It’s 
much too unnatural.’ ' 


Td leave her alone,' Necker rushed on, barely listen- 
mg to Jordan s last words, 'ifonlylcouldmeethcronce 
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arid talk to her, if she ^vanted me to I’d leave her alone 
after that’ 

Tou just want to meet her? Is that all? I don’t quite 
understand.’ 

‘See her and talk to her. I know so little about 
her life. I’ve had her investigated, of course, but all I 
could really find out are the facts; why is a beautiful 
woman of thirty-four unmarried, living alone, without 
a husband or children? How much of that is my fault, 
Jordan? It could all be my faultl’ 

Whoa! Wait up, take ten, Jacques. You have one hell 
of an imagination! Think of it another way. Listen to 
me. I Justine. She’s terrifically successful on her 
o\vn, she’s built a highly respected agency from a 
modeling career, she has a tremendous personality, 
plenty of friends and an interesting life. I’ve never 
thought of her as unhappy or unfulfilled. And she’s 
young and beautiful. A whole heap of women would 
trade places ■with her. I’ll bet she could be married 
tomorrow if she wzmted to be, and pregnant the day 
after that, if not before. Justine gets what she wants. 
Now, did you ever stop to consider those possibilities 
while you were so busy feeling guilty for the imaginary 
sorrom of someone whose life you don’t know anything 
about, even if she is your daughter?’ 

‘No, I didn’t.’ Necker smiled at her, almost reluc- 
tantly, yet unable to hide his lightening of spirit. 
There’s nothing like an intelligent woman’s point of 
view to make a man feel a bit of a fool. A lot of a fool.’ 

‘Ain’t that the truth,’ Jordan agreed, relieved to see 
the smile change his tragic look, the desolation of his 
eyes. She tried to imagine him as a kid in a panic, 
deserting a pregnant girl, and failed. There was so much 
strength in him, even when he appealed to her, even 
when he found himself forced to turn to her to un- 
burden himself because of an accident of timing. How 
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H one did a man have to be to tell his deepest secrets 

to a girl he hardly knew and didn’t care about? Very 

one, she realized. More alone than any man should 

ever e. As alone as she felt right now, sitting at his side 

being with him in this context of confidante 

make her feel worse than she would if she were truly 
alone? 


Jacques, I have an idea,’ she said impulsively. ‘Don’t 
o ^ything more at a distance, it’ll just get screwed up 
m the transmission or translation. Don’t talk to anyone 
e se. ^ ait till the Lombardi collection is over and 
V pressure. Then get yourself to New 

T manage to see Justine, one way or another. 

It Il^ork out, I know it in my bones.’ 

.T, advice,’ he said, after a minute’s 

thought- I U take it, on one condition—’ 

Listen, you don’t have to take my advice! I’m just 
enng it or what it s worth,’ Jordan flashed at him. 
j *■. you any conditions to get you to 

T> *'^^’^&’^^^oastwhat I think is the right thing, 

m not your reader and advisor, just a friend ’ 

I ^y sounded. I just 

I p-pf r?i' ° ^ ^ c to talk to you again, talk to you when 
mean *be condition, only I don’t 

/ need ymr ' ‘ ' ^ 

she'knewshf* couldn’t bring herself to say no and 
enough to fr, ^ ^^y y^^- It was going to be hard 

another wo"rd benveen 

vL' h’."5 deal it! 

inank you, he declared, taking her hesimtion for 
^cenient. ‘End of discussion. A right. How does 
Chinese food sonnd.f Frankie toid me you were ^“afraW 

fooT • 



Tou don’t have to feed me again,’ Jordan said. God 
damn it to hell, didn’t she even have the gumption to 
clearly resist a dinner invitation? She was like some 
crazed rodent storing up poison nuts for the tvinter. 

‘But can I, if I ^vant to?’ 

“You can,’ she sighed, gi^ng up, ‘and you may. An 
important distinction, Jacques. I’ll explain at dinner.’ 
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Peaches Wilcox had made polite noises about giving 
a party for us when we first arrived in Paris, but 
hadn’t put any confidence in it. She didn’t strike me 
as a female who would willingly entertain three glorious 
creatures less than half her age, much less like some- 
one who’d actually plan a -party in their honor. But 
Peaches surprised me; her cocktail party is set for 
tonight. 

Maybe when you have as much money as she does, 
you’re beyond feeling threatened by youth and beauty, 
maybe it’s like being Elizabeth II and knowing, deep 
beneath any level of consciousness, that no matter who 
else is in the room, you’re the Queen of England and 
they’re not. Something as profound as that would 
approach the feeling of unutterable specialness I m 
Wking around with, which could be roughly translated 
as Mike and I are in love and every other human being 
in the world is living only half a life, but, unfortunately 
for them, they don’t know it. 

There’s Tinker of course, who’s in love too, or at least 
so she tells me. But how can her bom-yesterday infatua- 
tion with this Tom Strauss compare to the unrequited 
love I’ve nourished for Mike since I was fourteen? Of 
course Tm gloating, but can you find it in your heart 
to blame me? Justine phoned me the morning after she 
got my letter and raved on in a most deliciously 
satisfactory way. She knows Mike slightly, and she’s 
always liked him and admired his work. 
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I promise you that even as she uncharacteristically 
burbled at me about the happiness and joy she felt, I 
could hear her mentally planning the wedding, decid- 
ing on what particularly becoming shade of off-white I 
should wear and beginning to worry about my leaving 
work as soon as I gave birth to our first child. 

I didn’t tell Justine not to worry about something that 
hasn’t even been mentioned yet. I’ve had the same 
thoughts myself, I have to admiL Then I catch myself 
up short and change to the take-each-day-as-it-comes 
plan that Mike and I seem to have mutually adopted. 
This tacit agreement must have been made at some 
moment when I wasn’t quite myself, because it doesn’t 
sound like me, it doesn’t ring even the faintest inner 
bell. However, I’ve learned that I can’t trust myself 
to be myself lately. Thinking straight is getting harder 
and harder, and my job of keeping the girls under close 
surveillance, if not house arrest, has become as im- 
possible as herding cats. 

Of course I had to tell Justine about my conversation 
tvith Necker and his expectation that she’d be in Paris 
for the collection. Her abrupt silence at receiving this 
news made me decide not to add that I’d assured him 
that she’d be here. Okay, I’m a coward, but I knew that 
Necker didn’t believe me anyway, so doesn’t one lie 
cancel out an omission? 

As the spring collection draws nearer I’ve made it a 
point to see Tinker daily and check on her. The only 
time to catch her is during a break in her tango lesson 
because I certainly can’t interrupt her in the sacred, 
strictly-off-limits mystery of Lombardi’s atelier, nor can 
I count on being around when she drops into the hotel 
at the most unexpected hours for a change of clothes 
and a long hot bath. Apparendy Tom’s studio isn’t big 
on luxury sanitation but after Tinker’s finally free to 
leave Lombardi’s, and it’s always far too late at night. 
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she rashes off to be with her painter. I can imagine how 
she’d feel if I barged in on Aem. 

I’m still not happy about this Tom Strauss although 
he doesn’t fit the profile of your typical degenerate 
model chaser. He’s not a playboy or a spoiled rich man’s 
son or an older millionaire; he’s not a photographer, a 
photographer’s assistant, a model agent, a designer or 
involved with the production of any kind of film; he 
doesn’t have a Porsche, a title or a rich business 
associate who’s dying to invite her to dinner in his 
apartment. In other words he’s not the typical horror 
your bumpkin model always manages to dig up from 
under a paving stone in Paris, but it’s almost impossible 
to believe that he’s not interested in exploiting her in 
some way or another. Exploitation is what happens to 
models. All the time. Would he be so cra2y about her 
if she weren’t a model? Would all those wildly sexy 
women have thrown themselves at Picasso’s feet if he’d 
painted houses? 

Senora Varga’s dance studio is on an almost inaccess- 
ible little street off another little street somewhere 
between the Place de la Madeleine and the Gare 
St-Lazare - thank heaven for the one car and driver still 
left to us. La Senora, a small, stick-thin woman, must 
be at least fifty-five and looks as if she had never left 
Buenos Aires. She wears a tight, black, mid-calf skirt slit 
amazingly high up on her lean, muscular thigh, and a 
glittering black blouse. Her sleek dark hair is parted in 
the middle and drawn back into the classic chignon, 
ornamented with antique jeweled pins. 

Although the Senora has the best posture I’ve ever 
seen, she barely comes up to Tinker’s shoulder, and as 
they dance, witii Tinker leading, I can tell that Tinker 
is dandng far, far above her innate ability, or, rather, 
lack of ability. She was born without a trace of the 
dancer’s gene. To my trained eye, even as the Senora 



takes her bachvard steps, the knowledge in her muscles 
of where she should be next, is heading Tinker, tsithout 
Tinker realizing it No matter how hard she might trj’, 
Senora Vaiga is too powerful a dancer to merely follow 
anyone with as little control or training as Tinker, and 
I doubt that she’s ever taught a woman to lead before. 

Of course they’re doing the American tango. Even a 
good dancer would need six months of steady work to 
get anywhere with the Argentine tango. I can’t help but 
wonder just how, or even if, this one dance is going to 
change Tinker’s w-alk. Yes, it’s dramatic, arrogant, and 
mannered, but how will it translate onto the runway'? 

Every day Tinker’s usual pallor becomes more pro- 
nounced. Her miraculous way of becoming what die 
eye is searching for is switched on while she dances, but 
It disappears as soon as we have the three minutes 
0 tinie together that I’m allowed each day. I see 
a ragile, agitated, blindly determined girl who isn’t 
getting nearly enough sleep, a girl who’s overexcited, 
oterchallenged and overcourageous. Oddly enough, 
s e s never been more beautiful. Those gleaming 
oonriver eyes are brighter than they’ve ever been — 
most feverish — and. she’s thrilled about the clothes 
I^mbardi is making. We haven’t had time to discuss 
them in detail — the stem Senora doesn’ t allow her pupil 
enough breathing time for that — but Tinker’s con- 
vinced that he’s working with great inspiration. I hope 
she s right and it’s not just a case of being in love \vith 
herself as well as Tom Strauss. 

I’ll meet Tom tonight at Peaches’ party. Apparently 
la Wilcox, an old friend of Necker’s, has invited lots of 
people to meet everyone who has anything to do vdth 
the Lombardi collection, -from Necker on do^vn to 
models’ boyMends. It’U be the first time that Mike 
and I will be going anywhere in public as a couple. I 
can’t wait. • 
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She would never have believed this disgusting madness 
could endure, Peaches Wilcox thought She’d been 
raped in her own bedroom by Marco Lombardi, he’d 
humiliated her and hurt her physically , . . and yet she 
wanted him, more ruinously than ever. She was obsessed 
by every second of the scene that had taken place a few 
weeks ago. Over and over a^in she found herself 
moaning, not at the rape itself, but at the fact that she d 
been so angry afterward that she hadn’t let him sadsly 
her. Each time she repeated to herself his last words, 
‘I’ll make you come now, with my mouth, the way you 
adore it,’ she felt like flaying herself for not having 
allowed it. 

Perhaps that one final orgasm would have freed her 
from him. Peaches thought, perhaps it would have filled 
her with enough selfdisgust at her weakness, her self- 
abasement, to put an end to her craving. But to have 
been left high and diy . . . bad choice, old thing, 
she said to herself. You saved what was left of your 
dignity and doomed yourself to whatever is the female 
equivdent of unfinished wet dreams. Peaches McCoy 
Wilcox of the sovereign state of Texas did not relish 
waking up in the middle of the night to the savage 
letdown of several crucial seconds before she ^vas about 
to come in her sleep. 

Peaches was tiying to think of a face-taxing way to 
revive her relationship with Marco when the memory 
of the party she’d idly promised Frankie and Mike 
sprang into her mind. It ^vas the perfect answer to her 
problem. Marco automatically would have to be in- 
cluded in a party for the girls even if she had truly never 
wanted to see him again, especially since she was 
inviting Jacques Necker, 

Peaches and the Neckers had run with the same set 
in Paris. She wasn t ashamed to admit that not too long 
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after Nicole’s body ^vas cold, she’d cast her eye on 
Jacques - you’d have to be a fool not to. But it hadn’t 
done her any more good than it had done two dozen 
other women she knew. Yes, that big, blond and, as far 
as she tvas concerned, extremely sexy Swiss w'ould have 
made her the best possible second husband. She’d have 
cured him damn quick from being married to his 
business. Jacques would be passionate, if you could ever 
get him in bed, her infallible instinct told her, but it 
was not to be. Of course it was strictly his loss, Peaches 
philosophized, that he’d chosen to turn into a tycoon- 
monk, when life held so many other possibilities, but 
then Swiss, unlike the French or the Italians, weren’t 
a nationality anyone could generalize about. Perhaps 
he d been really in love with Nicole? 

Peaches wrenched heiaelf away from the knowledge 
that in a few hours she’d see Marco again, and con- 
^dered her guest list one last dme. She’d invited some 
fry people: all her closest French friends who weren’t 


a^vay skiing; those of her best American friends who had 
mready gathered in Paris for the precollection w'eek; 
Dart Benedict, that dear man, who’d just called to say 
he was in Paris, and of course, the three girls. Tinker’s 
unknown Tom Strauss, Frankie, Mike, and Maude. 
She d told Jordan and April to bring their own escorts, 
but Aey’d both said they’d rather come alone. She 
didn t see any need to invite men for them. It ^vas hard 


enough to forgive them for their youth, without going 
to the trouble to fix them up. 

She was really a remarkable woman, if she did say so 
herself. Peaches ruminated. She’d spent hours with 
these young girls, each of whom was far more beautiful 


than she’d ever been on her best day of her life, and 
she’d managed to endure it. She’d watched keenly the 


heedless way in which they inhabited their long, long 
slim limbs, the careless, carefree way — which amounted 


337 



to arrogance in her opinion - in which they accepted 
their gifts of grace and beauty, and yet she almost 
genuinely liked them. 

Yes, that was one of the things money could buy, the 
comforting realization that the girls wouldn’t keep 
those looks for long, and they’d never have the money 
to properly maintain them. Chances were they’d run to 
fat, after depriving themselves of a decent meal for 
years, and start to sell real estate, like most of the 
ex-models she’d known. You could just about count on 
the fingers of two hands the girls who were still working 
at twenty-eight, and Tinker, the youngest of them, was 
already eighteen, whereas, ten years from now, she, 
Peaches, would still be going strong, God and Dr H., 
willing. Once you’d faced up to forty-seven, fifty-seven, 
with increasingly vigilant upkeep, didn’t look all that 
terrible. Youth was equally over in both cases. 

Yes, Jordan, April and Tinker were doomed, if they 
were lucky, to a future of suburban life and child raising, 
with nothing but a lot of yellowing tear sheets to remind 
them of their glory days, not that they’d want to be 
reminded. Of course, lightning might strike and one of 
them might marry well, but that ^vasn’t as easy as it 
sounded. Peaches thought with the relish of one who 
had succeeded. 

If she had to say which of the Loring gals she envied 
the most it would be ol’ Frankie, who didn’t depend 
on how she looked to keep working. Frankie had charm 
and jazz and a blazing personality that w'ould keep her 
alluring long after gravity took its toll. 

Just what, when you came right down to it, would she 
give to be instantly reincarnated as young and beautiful 
as April or Tinker, Peaches asked herself? To be a girl 
who could have Marco with a lift of her eyebrow? Not 
a penny more than four hundred million dollars, she 
decided after long speculation. That would leave her 





wth a hundred million, or a minimum of at least six 
million dollars to spend annually after taxes, enough 
income to live on veiy well if she didn’t go crazy • 
acquiring jewels or art. Lordy, she could even sell the 
ranch if she had to, it just ate money and she Avas so 
rarely there. 

Of course the greatest beauty among the three girls 
Avas Jordan, but no matter hoAv much youth and beauty 
Jordan possessed. Peaches wouldn’t pay a dime to be 
reborn black. No, not CA^en if talent Avere throAvn in. 
There Avere just too many cards stacked against you, it 
Avas too tough a row to hoe. She Avasn’t being racist, just 
realistic, she ruminated, as she set about arranging for 
the caviar, the fresh foie gras, the crabmeat mousse, the 
Avhite Norwegian smoked salmon — no, she Avouldn’t call 
room service, she decided, but the banquet manager 
himself. She intended tonight to be an occasion that 
would bring home to Marco a fresh understanding of 
just what he had almost lost. 

^ere Avas a moment, like a distinct click, that happened 
m course of every large party she’d ever given, after 
which Peaches could legitimately relax. It took place 
Avhen enough people had been introduced to each 
other ~ she Avas very clever about introducing people 
fla\ylessly — so that they Avere well mingled and talking 
easily. That vras usually the time when the mzyority of 
her other guests were croAvding into her rooms too 
quickly to expect to be introduced, unless there was a 
special reason why she should lead someone from one 
group to another. 

It Avas at that precise instant that she considered a 
party successfully launched: people could be counted 
on to introduce themselves to each other; like would 
discover like; anyone who was stuck in a conversation 
could easily drift away to another, part of the room, and 
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basically her job as a hostess was over. Her staffs were 
always drilled in every nuance of food and drink. From 
now on Peaches was as free as any other guest at her 
own party, and it amused her to drift from group to 
group, never letting anyone pin her down, picking up 
tidbits of gossip and information and flattery from a 


multitude of sources. 

This party, however, didn’t promise that moment of 
relaxation, Marco Lombardi, although he didn’t know 
it, was the only guest of honor on her secret agenda 
and in her mind’s eye the only important click would 
come when he realized that he must win her forgiveness. 


All the rest was background, Peaches thought as 
she finished dressing. She had devoted the day to 
every beauty treatment in her considerable armory and 


she radiated natural health, her wide-screen, mature 
glamour enhanced by the most expensive professional 
attention. Almost all, if not all, of her French women 


friends would be wearing elegant black in one form or 
another. Peaches knew, as would her visiting Americans 


— it vas still the one way never to set a foot' wrong, 
especially in Paris, and nothing would ever replace it. 
Peaches decided to stand out in Saint-Laurent’s latest, 


timeless white dinner suit It had been tailored for her 


compact, superbly toned body at a cost of twenty-five 
thousand dollars, yet its jacket and trousers, made from 
a thin wool and trimmed with white satin lapels and 
cuffs, were so strictly cut that she could wear all her 
diamonds with it . . . well not all of them. Peaches 


decided as she reluctantly removed a favorite lapel pin 
the size of a zinnia. Around her neck she wore five 


diamond necklaces in graduated lengths, designed, as 
she had collected them one by one, in a way that allowed 
them to fit into each other until they looked like one 
wide collar. There was a resplendence of diamonds at 
her ears, and three svide cuff bracelets on each wrist; 
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hundreds and hundreds of carats of the most rare and 
valuable of all diamonds, those certified D flawless. 
Peaches knew that none of her guests would be inspect- 
ing herwth a jeweler’s loupe, but she had never settled 
for less. She wore only one ring, her forty-two carat, 
square, cushion<ut engagement ring. 

Over the top? Of course she was over the top. Peaches 
thought in delight, smiling her famous good-time smile 
into the mirror and shaking her freshly blond head 
approvingly. It was her damn party, wasn’t it? She 
rapidly replaced the lapel pin as she heard the first 
guests arrive. 


Peaches had expected that the girls would probably 
all show up together, in a gaggle, for moral support; 
that the French, as was their way, would be on time and 
the Americans late. She was delighted and surprised 
when many of the French and Americans arrived almost 
simul^eously in one party-hungry, luxuriously black- 
clad, importantly jeweled group and her party started . 
out in that explosively exciting confusion every hostess 
dreams of. For a half hour her large sitting room was 
filled with excited conversation as people who hadn’t 
seen each other for a few months delighted in renewed 
acquaintance, kissing, laughing, catching up on the 
atest scandal, and drinking champagne as quickly as 
^ was offered by the many busy waiters. Suddenly a 
hxish descended on the crowded room. Peaches turned 
totv^d the door, expecting to see the three girls making 
their entrance together. But it was Jordan who stood 
there alone, Jordan who had reduced the room to this 
tnbute with the fire of her unexpected presence. 

Peaches collected herself and her smile and advanced 
totvard the girl, who, unpardonably, was also wearing 
white, a totally unadorned, sleeveless white satin mini- 
dress \rith black satin pumps and a fresh white gardenia 
pinned in her hair. Jet button earrings were her only 
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jewelry. As her compatriot, LE^, was known to say, 
Peaches thought, looking at the murderously chic girl, 
she felt like shittin’ a squealin’ worm. 

She guided Jordan around the room to meet the 
other guests, feeling that she must resemble a short, 
glittering tugboat leading a sleek yacht. A part of 
Peaches’ brain noticed that Jordan greeted the natives 
in a French that caused them all to express the im- 
mediate appreciation the French reserve for those who 
speak their language with the right melody. 

The instant she spotted Jacques Necker enter the 
room, Peaches unceremoniously abandoned Jordan. 

Jacques, T didn’t dare to believe you’d really show 
up! The most infamous hermit in Paris! I’m absolutely 
thrilled,’ she told him, kissing him on both cheeks and 
throwng back her head to look up at him in barely 
concealed covetousness. 

He looked down at her with a tolerant smile. ‘Am I 
such a total recluse that you think I’d miss a party for 
my own models?’ 

“You’ve missed most of my others,’ she pouted. 

‘And everyone else’s - to be fair. You’re looking 
gorgeous, Peaches, it’s a treat to see you.’ 

‘Come with me and I’ll introduce you to some of 
the Americans who are here — all future Lombardi 
supporters,’ she said, taking him by the arm. 

‘Thank you for watching out for my interests,’ Necker 
replied, his eyes rapidly taking in the room, ‘but I think 
I’ll go rescue Jordan first. Those men look as if they’re 
about to eat her up alive.’ 

Peaches found herself standing momentarily alone at • 
the entrance to her big sitdng room, watching Jacques 
Necker’s back as he cut through the crowd, %vaving at 
the people he knew, and headed directly for Jordan. 
‘Rescue Jordan?’ she muttered in offended surprise. 
‘YTiat the fuck from?’ 



‘Since when have you started talking to yourself at 
your own party?’ Dart Benedict asked, grabbing her and , 
spinning her around. 

‘Dart, darling! Welcome!’ 

‘My God, Peaches, you’ve never looked better! Mary 
Beth told me to be sure to send her love. What’s new 
in your life, beautiful girl?’ 

‘This and that, and quite a bit of the other,’ Peaches 
said, giving him as subtly insinuating a smile as she 
could summon up. ‘Nothing’ was not a possible answer, 
even when it was true. 

‘Hmmm, some lucky guy agrees with you, and don’t 
think I won’t find out who he is. Now tell me, where 
are the guests of honor? I’m panting with curiosity.’ 

‘Two of them haven’t shown up yet, if you can believe 
such rudeness, but that’s, Jordan Dancer, over there, 
having her little triumph.’ 

‘Hmmm . . . the politically correct inclusion. Necker’s 
instinct is good,’ Benedict admitted. ‘I’d say there’s 
room for one, or at the most two, more top black girls 
in the business.’ 

‘Could Jordan be one of them?’ 

‘I’d have to study her carefully to answer that. But as 
far as'attracting a crowd goes, she’ll win that prize any 
day. Has Marco arrived yet?’ 

‘I haven’t noticed,’ Peaches answered vaguely. ‘Come 
on. I’ll introduce you around.’ 

‘Don’t bother, love, I know lots of these people. I’ll 
take care of myself.’ 

Dart Benedict melted away in Jordan’s direction 
as Peaches expected he would. Professional curiosity 
was something she could understand. Quickly Peaches 
found herself caught up in the next wave of guests. 
Maude Callender, in a formal frock coat of black cut 
velvet and a ruffled, white, lace-trimmed shirt, was the 
only one Peaches felt was enough of a stranger to be 
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introduced to a few groups before she could be left on 
her own. 

‘Aren’t the girls here?’ Maude asked as they moved 
through the noisy room, from one group to another. 

‘Only Jordan.’ 

‘I can’t imagine what’s happened to April,’ Maude 
said, mystified. ‘She said she was going shopping but 
she should have been back hours ago.’ 

‘And what about Tinker - can’t they tell time? Guests 
of honor should always be early, damn it, everybody 
knows that.’ 

‘Why didn’t Frankie round them up?’ Maude asked. 

‘Even Frankie isn’t here,’ Peaches said, sharply 
annoyed. ‘What a joke of a chaperone she’s turned out 
to be.’ 

‘But Peaches, her mind’s on more important things, 
surely you’ve made allowances for that.’ 

‘What’s more important?’ 

‘Mike Aaron of course. Where have you been not to 
have heard?’ 

‘Oh, Maude, don’t be absurd, Mike can have anybody 
he—’ 

‘Would you care to bet cash on the line against it?’ 
Maude asked. ‘Oh, Kiki, here you are! I have a million 
things to tell you . . . Peaches, I’ll just stay here with 
Kiki, don’t bother about me . . .’ 

Peaches took a flute of champagne from a passing 
tray and drained it. She looked around the room 
with a feeling of unreality. Who were all these loud, 
gesticulating, gossiping, hand-kissing, cheek-kissing, 
eating, drinking, shriekingly elegant people; what were 
they all finding so amusing, why had she invited them 
in the first place? 

‘Mrs Wilcox, I’m Tom Strauss. Tinker told me to meet 
her here. Thanks for inviting me.’ 

‘So you’re the mystery man!’ Peaches said, recovering 


quickly from her moment of self-doubt. ‘Well, it’s about 
time! We’ve all been dying to lay eyes on you. Hinmm 
; . . I can certainly see why Tinker went missing so fast.’ 

‘You’ll make me self-conscious,’ Tom said, grinning 
down at her easily. He liked a genuine, all-American, 
flirtatious broad as well as the next man. 

‘Somehow I doubt that,’ Peaches said wryly. ‘I sup- 
pose you want to -know where your girl is?’ 

‘She promised me that for once she’d get here on 
time. Lombardi’s been working her so late that I barely 
see her, and when I do, she’s whimpering with ex- 
haustion. She falls asleep while she’s soaking her feet. . 
It’s pathetic.’ 

Don’t worry, they’re probably on their way over this 
minute - you, of all people, must know how artists get 
carried away.’ 

Of course I do. I’ve worked into the next day myself, 
a hundred times, but I didn’t have to get up every 
morning for tango lessons.’ 

If she wins, it’ll all have been worth it.’ 

And if she doesn’t, Mrs Wilcox? Sorry, I shouldn’t 
have asked you that, I shouldn’t even think it.’ 

Call me Peaches. If she doesn’t, at least she’ll know 
that she gave it her all. Isn’t that what you’re doing?’ 

Teah, I’m giving it my best shot. Say, that must be 
Jordan Dancer. Wow! I can certainly see why Tinker’s so 
nervous about her. Who’s the older guy hovering over 
her?’ 

‘Hovering?’ 

‘Right, a big blond type, greying at the temples, 
hovering protectively, as they say.’ 

“You can’t mean Jacques Necker?’ 

‘That’s the guy. I should have recognized him from 
Tinker’s description. Now that doesn’t look too good 
for Tinker’s chances, does it?’ 

‘You’re imagining things, Tom. It’s out of the 
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question.’ Peaches turned to look in the direction of 
his eyes. 

‘Why? I hope you’re right, but who’s going to make 
the decision anyway? As I understand it, nobody really 
knows, but it seems to me that the man who owms the 
business would make it his personal choice.’ 

‘Tom, use your head. Would a hardheaded business- 
man build a new couture house’s image on a black girl, 
no matter how lovely?’ 

‘You’re probably right . . . but that isn’t stopping him 
from hovering.’ 

‘Well, yes indeed, so he is,’ Peaches said slowly, as if 
to herself. 

‘Peaches, we’re so sorry we’re late!’ . 

‘Oh, Peaches, there just weren’t any cabs!’ 

She turned to confront Frankie and Mike, their arms 
intertwined, both of them glowing wth a visible aura 
of romantic excitement and satisfied sexuality that ^vas 
as good as an engraved announcement. 

‘I’m glad I didn’t make that bet with Maude,’ Peaches 
said slowly. ‘When did you two happen, Mike?’ 

‘I thought everybody knew. You ought to hang out in 
the Relais more, that seems to be where all the rumors 
start,’ Mike said laughing. 

‘Only I assume this isn’t a rumor?’ Peaches asked 
him. 

‘It certainly doesn’t feel like one to me. Does it to 
you, darling?’ he asked, turning to Frankie. 

‘I can’t answer that,’ she said, hesitating as she saw 
the look of fury in Peaches’ eyes. 

‘Well, Frankie, that’s wise of you,’ Peaches drawled. 
‘I wish I had a ten-dollar bill for every poor deluded 
girl I know who’s thought Mike Aaron was going to stick 
around. I usually give him two months before he loses 
interest, a few weeks more at the outside. I rated three 
full months, didn t I, Mike? I’ve ahvays considered 


that a major compliment, considering your notorious 
hit-and-run habits.’ 

‘It was seven years ago. Peaches,’ Mike said quietly. 
Tou weren’t a bitch then. And I wasn’t in love. 1 never 
claimed to be, if you remember. Gome on, sweetheart, 
let’s get a drink.’ He turned away, taking Frankie tvith 
him. 

Peaches bit her lip. This was turning out to be the 
woisi fucking pa^ she’d ever given. Everybody was 
haying a superb time and she was hating each minute 
of it more and more. 

As she looked at the retreating figures of Mike and 
Frankie, Peaches spotted a girl paused in the doonvay, 
posing for effect Obviously she had to be a model, for 
s e stood at least six-feet-four in her exaggeratedly high 
platform-soled shoes, but a model such as Peaches had 
never seen. Her face was dead white, her lipstick was 
a dried-blood red that looked black, her eyes were 
nmmed thickly -svith sooty black charcoal, her platinum- 
w ite hair ^vas no more than four inches long and teased 
out every which ^vay as if it had been electrified instead 
o cut The ribs on her amazingly elongated torso could 
e counted through a dress that looked like a whore’s 
tattered nightgo\vn. It tvas made of black satin and 
mousseline, sheer and deeply cut, revealing her breasts 
to the top of her nipples, tom here and there, its hem 
vanishing in jagged shreds high on her thighs. Her 
astonishing long and exquisite legs were visible almost 
to the crotch and the white skin between the top of her 
black stockings and her black lace panties was framed 
in the ribbons of a bright red garter belt. She looked 
utterly dissolute, depraved and totally dmne. 

Silence descended on the party as every head turned. 

‘Oh, Peaches, I feel awful about being so late, but 
that genius hairdresser took forever,’ the girl smd, her 
voice issuing , with incongmous sweetness through 
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her carnivorous lips. She strutted through the room 
with every eye on her until she reached her hostess. She 
was like an alien form of life, utterly fascinating in her 
vampirelike, decadent allure, a New Age Shanghai Lil. 

'AfnilP 

‘Makeover city, darling. I couldn’t stand being a nice 
girl for another minute. You like?’ April struck a pose, 
with one lean hip jutted forward, her exposed legs 
scissored wide apart, her neck and head thrown back as 
if in the moment of orgasm. ‘I think it’s heaven! You d 
never believe how much this dress cost, almost as much 
as these blissful shoes.’ 

The silence of the room turned into a hubbub as 
dozens of voices rose at once, each one with an opinion. 
The only people who weren’t talking were Maude, 
who was paralyzed by shock; Frankie and Mike, who d 
stopped in their tracks and returned to Peaches’ side; 
and Dart Benedict, who had instantly made his way to 
April and turned her toward him. 

‘April,’ he said hastily, ‘I’m Dart Benedict. You’tc the 
New Thing. Brilliant! Sheer genius! Congratulations! 
But you’ve gone a tad over the top, love, just a tad. I H 
help you perfect that great look. My Paris affiliate can 
get you the next cover of French Vogue, Elle, Italian 
Vogue, maybe even American Vogue next month, and just 
about everything else you want, but we have to work 
quickly. I can pick you up first thing in the morning.’ 

‘But . . . but what about Justine? ... I mean, that’s 
impossible, isn’t it?’ 

‘Of course not. You work for yourself, April. Justine 
only has you for Lombardi. You’ve got to strike out now, 
and I mean immediately. She doesn’t have the expertise 
to handle you the >vay I — ’ 

‘Don’t talk to this man, April.’ Frankie said, elbowng 
him aside. ‘He has no right to be soliciting you. You’re 
.under contract to Loring Model Management. M’liat’s 

348 



more, when the Lombardi show is over you may be tied 
up for the next four years — ’ 

‘In the next few days I’m going to make April famous,’ 
Dart interrupted, pushing past Frankie and standing 
between her and April. ‘Loring can’t. April, you’re not 
a slave. Justine isn’t even here. And you, Frankie, good 
as you are, you can’t possibly have my contacts. April, 
tomorrow at nine?’ 

‘Well . . . sure, why not?’ April said excitedly. ‘I don’t 
see the harm in testing the waters. Does anybody know 
where Maude is?’ 

Right here,’ Maude said, as she joined the group. 
Darling!’ April reached out, put her arms around 
Maude’s shoulders and, bending do^vn, looked her in 
tile eyes for a long minute before she kissed her full 
on the lips. ‘I hope you realize this is all your doing, if 
It weren’t for you I’d never have had the courage.’ 

I never said anything about changing your looks,’ 
Maude cried out, still unable to believe how April had 
transformed her priceless classic purity. 

^ 'You’ll get used to it, darling, itis still me, and 
1 11 prove it,’ April laughed, and kissed her again, 
slowly, aggressively, defiantly. ‘Doesn’t that feel 
familiar? Listen, you guys can keep fighting over me to 
your heart’s content,’ she said airily to Dart and Frankie. 
Maude and I are going to have some champagne. Ck>me 
on, darling, let’s find a waiter.’ 

‘Sweet Jesus!’ Frankie breathed under her breath. 

‘I hadn’t heard April was gay,’ Dart Benedict said 
reflectively. ‘Interesting. And how brilliantly clever of 
dear old Maude to have figured it out.’ 

‘It must be something in the \vater,’ Peaches laughed 
delightedly, knowing that April’s startling arrival and 
that erotic second kiss, which had been observed by 
everybody in the room close enough to gawk, had made 
her party a mad success that would be a choice topic of 
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wn? eveiywhere in Paris. Tomorrow her phone 

wouldn’t stop ringing. . 

Peaches, sweet, of course she was, she just hadn’t 
P^rt protested. ‘And it’s perfect timing, 
ect. he s kinky and exquisitely glamorous at 

e same time, trisexual, at the very least, more than a 
little threateninp- anri i j 



^ iK, iignt years beyond waif, perfect for today 
- . . we re alJ desperate for a new direction, something 
at isn t reveled Cindy or that shiksa shepherdess, 
behev^^'t ^ to be so fucking big even I don’t 

I d like to hear what Marco will say when he sees 
ner, that is if he ever bothers to honor us with his 

presence. Peaches wondered, unable to hide her im- 
pauent longing. 

He just walked in,’ Dart answered, looking over her 
j oeckoning to Marco, who brushed through 
crow toward him, with Tinker at his elbow. • 

^ clasped each other in a bear hug 

su^ounded watchfully by Peaches, Mike and Frankie. 

o ce y anyone, Tom Strauss stood behind Mike, 
to ^ phoned you about.^’ Marco said 

lovf*lvi'n ^ ^ present Tinker Osborn, my muse, my 
‘Yffiir How does she please you, old friend?’ 

couldn’t improving, just when I thought it 

hand anr^h Dart answered, taking Tinker’s 

, lips. 

added, sdircteDin"?^.,' 


he adid V.nrr *><=“ about,' 

wondering if he^d acn,.,!? ^ ^ 

to bring you to the parJ TT Jong enough 

rvasn’t in a rush to share7nyo^^asZ^r%V''^ 
a crowd full of people. Marro ^ 

being so possessive.’ simply got to stop 



'When a man finds a woman who can make him 
dream, Dart, he wants to keep her dose to him. But - 
when that same woman can cause him to create -• ah, 
then you don’t let her go if you can avoid it. Hands off, 
my friend,’ Marco said, putting his arm firmly around 
Tinker’s waist ‘I only told you about her, I didn’t give 
her to you.’ 

‘Then you should never have introduced us. Tinker, 

I’ve just asked April to meet me tomorrow about doing 
some major magazine covers, and she’s agreed. I think 
I can do as much for you as I can do for her. Will you 
join us at nine? I want everyone who works in my Paris 
office to see you and brainstorm on the best tvays to 
position you.’ 

‘I have my tango lesson at ten but yes 1 — ’ 

Tom Strauss moved quickly around Mike and 
jerked Marco’s arm away from Tinker’s waist. He 
grabbed Marco by the shoiilders and shook him fiercely. 
“You touch her agan, you litde shit, and I’m going to 
take you apart!’ 

Without warning, Marco punched Tom viciously in 
the mid-section. Quickly Tom landed a brutal right to 
Marco’s jaw. Marco staggered, his lip bleeding, as Mike 
Md Dart jumped in to separate the two men. Their 
combined efforts managed to stop the fight, while 
Frankie flew across the room to Necker’s side, speaking 
Urgently into his ear. 

‘Tinker,’ Tom ssdd grimly, as he and Marco 
were finally quieted. ‘I’ll get your coat, we’re going 
home.’ - . 

‘Tom! How dare you act like that? How could you? 
Are you completely crazy?’ 

‘We’re leaving,’ he insisted. 

‘But, but ... I just got here!’ Tinker sputtered 
furiously. 

‘Every time you come home you damn near fall down 
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because you’ve been on your feet all day. Have they 
suddenly stopped hurting?’ 

’No,’ Tinker answered, wearily, tears starting in her 
eyes at the roughness in his voice. T’m in pain, all right 
I’m always in pain. That doesn’t mean I don’t want to 
have a little fun. Oh, Tom, you ruineditl And I promised 
everybody that they’d meet you.’ 

‘They’ll survive. We’re going home.’ 

‘Tom, you can’t steal one of my guests of honor,’ 
Peaches said sharply. 

‘The lady doesn’t want to leave,’ Dart Benedict told 
Tom. ‘Haven’t you made enough trouble for now?’ 

‘He’s the little boyfriend. Dart,’ Marco spat out in 
contempt ‘You ought to know they’re always jealous.’ 

'Oh, stop it everybody r Tinker’s voice rose above the 
sound of the party, a shrill sharp scream of rising 
hysteria. ‘Just stop it, stop itV 

‘It’s all right. Tinker.’ Jacques Necker loomed up 
behind her, tucking Tinker’s arm protectively under 
his, as Frankie stood beside him. Tom, Marco and Dart 
all fell silent at the authority of his tone. 

Now, all of you, everybody, I suggest that you leave 
Tinker to me for a few minutes, I’d like to find out how 
she s bearing up under her schedule.’ He looked 
directly at Dart 

Mr Benedict, April, Tinker and Jordan are all under 
contract to me until the Lombardi show is over. I don’t 
want them distracted by your attempts at poaching. Is 
that understood?’ 

‘Monsieur Necker, I assure you ’ 

“You heard me, Mr Benedict. No poaching. Not if you 
want to do business with any of my companies again. 
Now Tinker, you and I are going into the other room 
and have a nice, quiet talk.’ 

Peaches glanced around the circle of antagonists left 
by Tinker s departure. Marco, his lips pressed together 
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in rage, blood on his collar, refused to even look in her 
direction. 

‘I’d better go play hostess,’ she faltered, and turned 
on her heel, plunging back into the fascinated, still- 
tvatching crowd, - 

‘The cavalry to the rescue?’ Dart sneered, raising an 
eyebrow at Frankie. ‘Nice work but it’ll only work once. 
Even Necker can’t be everywhere.’ 

‘Maude ^vill kill herself for missing all this, Benedict,’ 
Mike smd. ‘I’ll fill her in. Zing's readers wll be fascin- 
ated by your hustle.’ 

‘Just spell my name right. Marco, let’s get a drink.’ 
‘And then there were three,’ Frankie said. ‘Tom, I’m 
Frankie Severino and this is Mike Aaron.’ 

‘Hi. I’m sorry about that but I couldn’t stand there 
and \vatch those two bastards treating Tinker as if she 
were a piece of meat. She didn’t even realize it . . . shit, 
is it always going to be like this, flattery mixed with 
slime, everyone trying to use her?’ 

‘They happen to be particularly repulsive, but pretty 
typical I’m afraid,’ Mike answered, with solid concern. 

It isn’t always that bad, is it, Franlde? Frankie? Now 
where the hell did she disappear to? Oh, right, Frankie’s 
mad at me too. Peaches is some piece of work, you’ve 
got to say that for her. Hey, Tom, great punch, guy. No, 
tvaiter, no champagne, thanks, bring us two double 
Scotches, no ice.’ 

I’d had it! Enough already! I beat it the hell out of that 
party and got on the phone to Justine. Listen, I said, 
April’s turned herself into some kind of intergalactic 
slut but it’s nothing I could have prevented. She’ll stop 
the show, one \vay or another. But Dart Benedict is here 
propositioning our girls and if you don’t get your ass 
on the next Concorde he’s going to move in big-time. 
The only thing that broke it up, at least for now, was 
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your old man. April and Tinker were all set to meet 
with Dart tomorrow. How? I told Necker that Dart was 
trying to steal your girls, that’s all. What more does a 
father need to know? He took over damage control. 
Plus Tinker’s boyfriend tried to kill Lombardi, un- 
fortunately without success. You’ve got a problem with 
Tinker too. Something’s wrong there. Jordan’s the only 
one I feel is solid. We can share this suite. I’ll expect 
you tomorrow. I’ll send the car. Start packing. 

I was so mad I hung up on her, not waiting for Justine 
to agree or say good-bye. I knew she’d be here tomorrow 
and high time. How long could she continue to thrust 
her responsibility on me? 

After I’d finished yelling at my boss, I realized that 
the party was still going on and it was my duty to get 
back to it. But I had to sit do^vn for a few minutes, take 
deep breaths, and talk to myself sternly. So Peaches and 
Mike had had a fling seven years ago - 1 could live wth 
that. But what about all the other girls she’d accused 
him of? He hadn’t denied anything. He’d told me 
himself there’d been a lot of girls in his life but he 
hadn’t loved any of them. I couldn't be destined to be 
one of the string of women he’d lost interest in. I had 
to believe that I was different for Mike - the final girl, 
the one he’d been looking for - or I’d spoil everything 
we had. What we had was everything, for me anyway. 
But my little bubble had definitely been pricked. 

After I’d given myself this wise advice I had a really 
good, really loud, five-minute old-fashioned cry that 
traveled all the ^vay from my toes to the ends of my hair. 

I repaired my makeup and went back to the festivities. 
Was it just this morning that I’d actually been looking 
forward to them? 



21 


Justine glared at the phone receiver in her hand as if 
by sheer mental force she could eliminate the flood of 
words that it had just brought her. Playing for time, she 
forced herself to concentrate on the fact that Frankie 
had hung up on her. Actually flat-out banged down the 
bloody phone. An unthinkable act of downright mutiny, 
an unleashed exhibition of flagrant rudeness. Hal So 
that ^vas the thanks she got from someone she’d done 
everything for! Give a girl a job, promote her, let her 
worm her ^vay into your affections, allow her to become 
your second-in<ommand, \vangle her a trip to Paris, buy 
her a wardrobe of new clothes, make it possible for her 
to attract a man who never would have looked at 
her otherwise, and of course she turns into a viperous 
ingrate, so high and mighty and full of herself that she 
starts giving duchessy orders . . . ‘Start packing’ . . . ‘I’ll 
send the car’ indeed! 

However, even Justine’s fomudable powers of denial 
were unable to focus exclusively on Frankie, no matter 
how satisfactory that felL Soon she was forced to try to 
process the information she’d just received. The notion 
that April would become any kind of a slut was absurd. 
If anything was bothering Tinker, Frankie had only 
suspicion. Lombardi was still in one piece. 

Which left nothing to really worry about except Dart 
Benedict. 

‘Phyllis,’ Justine said, buz^g her secretary, ‘get me 
a seat on the next Ck)ncorde, and if they don’t have 
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one, tell them I’ll stand in the aisle or sit in a cage in 
the baggage compartment like a dog.’ 

Dart Benedict. How could she not have expected this? 
What the fuck else would that criminal be doing in Paris 
days before the collections started but trying to steal 
her girls? How many of her New York-based g^rls had 
he already reached, girls who hadn’t yet found the 
courage to tell her that they were jumping ship? And 
what about her bookers? Which of them were busy 
making copies of all her computerized files, filled with 
invaluable information, quietly getting ready to flit in 
the night? Did she still have an agency or was it about 
to fall apart? And wasn’t it all her fault? 

If she hadn t let Dart know that she was wise to his 
sickening little lunchdme orgies, if, instead, she had 
strung him along, pretending to be flattered by his 
desire to go into business with her, if she had told him 
that she d be talking to her financial advisors about it 
and getting back to him, none of this would have 
happened. 

Dart would be on his best behavior with her for 
months . . . she could have strung it out almost 
indefinitely if she’d been even semi-smart. But no, she’d 
had to show that she was as tough as he was, that she 
too independent to be co-opted into his agency, 
she d had to challenge him. She must have had a turd 
for a brain that day. It had never been about Dart, it 
had been about Aiden. But basically the fight with Aiden 
was really all about Necker. And now Necker had 
stepped into her world again, and, if Frankie, that 
pretentious, cocky , bitch, was to be believed, and of 
coulee she ivas, Necker had done her a major favor. 

Okay, Justine thought, this was the moment to look 
^ her opuons. Coldly, dispassionately, unblinkingly. 
Option ume, she thought, writing the words on top of 
a fresh yellow pad. ^ 


Option One, she wote, and underlined tlie words. 

For a long while she sat, gnawed by confusion. No, 
maybe it would be easier to write dotvn die options she 
didn’t have, so as to make Option One stand out 
inevitably from the rest. 

Tou’ve got the last seat on the Concorde tomorrow,’ 
Phyllis’ voice came through the intercom. 'And five girls 
ivant to see you about problems with their bookings that 
the bookers can’t handle.’ 

‘Tell them to wait a half hour. I'm clearing my decks,’ 
she said, bent over the pad. 

Nonoptions: 

1. Stay in New York until the collection is over, widi 
head in sand. 

2. Prevent the girls from listening to Benedict. Chain 
them in dungeon. 

3. Do not have any contact widi Necker while in 
Paris. Become invisible. 

4. Do not share suite with Frankie so don’t have to 
listen to drivel about Mike Aaron. 

5. Pray, 

It ivasn’t a long list, Justine thought, considering it. 
Praying and not sharing a suite ivith Frankie were the 
only items she could cross off. Unfortunately she had 
to admit that love-striick drivel about Mike -was exactly 
what she ivas looking forward to hearing. And prayer 
was always a good idea, just in case. 

Where was the option that was going to present itself, 
clear, shining, obvious? She ripped the sheet of yellow 
paper in four pieces and threw them in her wastepaper 
baskeL On the next sheet she wrote two words. 

GALL AIDEN. 

Well, Justine said to herself, mentally flinging her 
hands in the air, what else was there left to do? If she 
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couldn’t run her agency, at least she could make a stab 
at running her life, particularly when she knew she 
couldn’t endure one more day without speaking to him. 
No reason, as the world fell apart around her, to deny 
herself the sound of his voice. 

She dialed his beeper number and told Phyllis to send 
in the waiting girls, one by one. She was in the middle 
of working out a booking conflict with the second girl 
when Phyllis announced Aiden Henderson returning 
her call. 

‘Oh, Josie, would you please excuse me for a minute, 
it’s my impossible contractor,’ Justine said. ‘I’m going 
to have to be rather unpleasant to him.’ 

When Josie had taken herself out of the office, Justine 
picked up the phone. 

‘Hi, there,’ she said, in a breezy voice. 

‘If you hadn’t called me today,’ Aiden said, not 
bothering to hide his happy relief, ‘I was coming over 
there to get you and drag you out by the hair and how 
would that have looked?’ 

‘I was worried about something like that happening, 
and I have a reputation to protect,’ Justine replied 
casually as her tense shoulders relaxed. 

I m still planning on doing it, unless you meet me 
after work.’ 

‘Are you trying to intimidate me?’ 

‘Absolutely.’ 

Then I give up. In Zen that means that I. win. That’s 
why I called you first, it’s part of telephone Zen.’ 

T’m a good loser. Where would you like to eat?’ 

Well . . . now that the furnace is working, we could 
eat at my place, in the kitchen.’ 

‘It’s more convenient,’ he agreed. ‘What should I 
bring?’ 

‘I don’t have any food in the fridge. That’s the 
first rule of eating Zen. Bring whatever you’re in 



the mood for . . . there’s a saying, “When the student 
is hungry the food will arrive.” Why don’t you pick up 
some lobster Cantonese and sweet-and-sour pork and 
vegetable fried rice, and maybe some egg rolls and those 
little spare ribs, hot mustard and tons of duck sauce, of 
course.’ 

‘How did you know that authentic Americanized 
Chinese food is the latest foodie thing? You’re on. How 
about seven?’ 

‘How about six-thirty?’ 

‘I could make it at six.’ 

‘Swell. See ya.’ 

‘Bye.’ 

Justine sat at her desk, joyful tears, unnoticed, run- 
ning down her cheek. She buzzed for Josie to come 
back in. 

‘Justine!’ the girl said, astonished. ‘Did he give you 
that bad of a time?’ 

‘No, I straightened him out,’ she sniffed. ‘But 
you know contractors, living hell, every last one of 
them.’ 

Yeah, I know. That’s what my mom says. You can’t 
live with them and you can’t live without them.’ 
‘Exactly.’ 

You even remembered fortune cookies! It was when 
Chinese restaurants stopped serving fortune cookies 
that things went off the track. Aiden, you’re seriously 
gifted at take-ouL’ 

‘Hey, a guy’s gotta do what a guy’s gotta do.’ 

‘So what do you think — I’ve been talking all through 
dinner and all you’ve done is hod from time, to time. 
You’re worse than a shrink, at least they don’t chew,’ 
‘Are you asking my opinion about the situation you’re 
in, or my advice, or what?’ 

‘Naturally I expect some sort of minimal comment,’ 
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Justine said in an aggravated tone. She’d told him 
everything, every last one of her secrets, and except for 
a raised eyebrow and a noncommittal motion of his 
head she hadn’t received any feedback at all. ‘I mean 
obviously I have to go to Paris, but what happens with 
Necker when I’m there? What would you do?’ 

“You really want to know what I’d do, the un- 
varnished, you-won’t-like-this version? Remembering 
that I haven’t lived your life and I didn’t know your 
mother?’ 

‘Absolutely.’ 

I wouldn’t have gotten into this mess in the first 
place. I would have put my mother’s and father’s 
mistakes where they deserve to be, in the past, and I 
would have -responded to my father’s letters, met him 
and made up my mind about him without fighting my 
dead mother’s batdes for her.’ 

Twenty-twenty hindsight! Typical of a man!’ Justine 
bui^t out with indignation. 

•You asked,’ he said mildly. 

What do you mean, “my mother’s mistakes’’ - are 
you blaming her for getting pregnant?’ 

Don t be dumb. And I don't blame her for not letting 
him know about you at first. He’d abandoned her, what 
else could she do? But later on, when she knew his 
whereabouts, I think she should have tried to bring the 
two of you together.’ 


‘For the moneyr Justine asked, incredulously. 

‘For the relationship, sweetheart. You would have 
had a father in your life while you were growing up. 
She should have swallowed her pride as soon as she 
could, and not hugged you all to herself her o^vn 
pnvate treasure, keeping you out of Necker’s life as her 
revenge.’ 

JBut my mother needed to have some kind of revenge, 
Atden. You re not making any allowance for human 
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nature. She’d given up so much, she did a brave and 
difficult thing, bringing me up on her own.’ 

‘Her revenge tvasn’t fair to you, not to my \vay of 
thinking. If your mother hadn’t died, you wouldn’t 
know you have a father.’ 

‘Unf^r! Oh, that’s such a perversion of the ^vay she 
tvas! You never knew her, she devoted herself to me, 
don’t you see?’ Justine cried, growing more and more 
irritated at the way he didn’t give her mother credit for 
anything. 

Who says a mother should devote her life to her kids? 

A lot of it, sure, but never all of it Justine, look, I have 
a feeling that your mother did too well at her job not 
to have enjoyed it. I know how much you love your work. 

I bet she was a lot like you that way. She had an entire 
^\orking life that didn’t revolve around you. I think your 
mother was stubborn, too stubborn for your own good.’ 

But look how she sacrificed herself to give me 
everything!’ 

Justine, I understand why she acted the way she did,’ 

. responded, clinging to his point. ‘But just think, 
she d been able to bring herself to try to share you 
^th your father, she’d have freed herself too. \^o 
M\vs, maybe she’d have married again, even had more 
kids? But she made a decision to avoid any chance for 
a normal, healthy situation. One thing 1 know for sure, 
It would have been better for you to have had a father, 
and in this series of unhappy events the only person 
whose happiness I care about is you.’ 

‘You’re malting a big assumption here — that Necker 
would have "wanted me all those years ago, while his "svife 
wus alive. I could have been a real embarrassment to 
him.’ 

‘And you’re assuming that he wouldn’t have -wanted 
you, this man who doesn’t have a single child? But one 
•way or the other, your mother should have given him 
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the chance to know you were alive. Then, if he hadn’t 
responded, she would never have had to tell you about 
him.’ 

‘Oh, you make me so mad!’ Justine shouted. 

‘I’m just telling you what I think, the way you asked 
me to.’ 

‘I hate the way you’re so logical and sensible and plod 
along putting things together, looking at both sides as 
if they’re even. That’s such a typically male reaction. You 
don’t have a touch for the human factor, you don’t have 
any imagination, any passion!’ Justine raged at him, ‘If 
the world were left to people like you there wouldn’t 
be any drama, any tragedy, any conflict, you’d solve 
everything so sensibly, with one and one always making 
two,’ 

‘But they do. Always. It’s just one of those crazy 
things,’ 

‘Oh, I give up talking to you about this. You never 
knew my mother and there’s no way you can realize 
what a wonderful woman she was. You only see the 
downside. And not only that, you still haven’t given me 
any advice about what to do in Paris, and I specifically 
asked for advice.’ 

‘But you’re not getting it. You’re on your own there. 
Anybody who can return Madame de Pompadour’s 
writing de:sk can make up her own mind about a little 
thing like a long-lost father.’ 

‘How do you know who it belonged to?’ Justine’s 
startled eyes flew open. i 

T researched the coat of arms. Couldn’t resist. The 
woman with the greatest taste in the history of France 
commissioned that parucular piece of furniture.’ 

‘I wonder ... do you suppose she used it?’ 

‘She possessed a number of chateaux, the Marquise 
de Pompadour had a passion for acquisition, she owned 
as many objects as three queens put together, but I have 
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a strong feeling that she kept that particular desk in her 
bedroom.’ ' . 

‘Do you?’ 

‘It gave off a definite bedroom vibration when 1 
touched it Uncanny.’ 

‘Did in’’ 

‘Yeah. And something even more weird. While Twas 
working on the pipes in your bathroom, I walked 
through your bedroom and there was a space exactly 
the right size for that particular desk, a space that cried 
out for a little place where you could sit and write me 
love letters in the middle of the night.’ 

‘And why on earth would I want to do that?’ Justine 
demanded. 

‘Because you’re so considerate. See, this is the thing, 
you’d wake up in the middle of the night and see me 
lying there sleeping happily beside you and you’d get 
this terrible urge to tell me how much you love me, but 
you d realize that 1 needed my sleep because 1 have to 
get up so early in the morning. So the only way you 
could .do it would be to write it down and leave it for 
nie next to my shaving stuff.’ 

What a touching fantasy.’ 

It’s not a fantasy, Justine,’ Aiden said, shaking his 
head solemrily. ‘I can show you the exact place in your 
bedroom and if you can swear to me that it isn’t crying 
out for a little desk. I’ll . . . I’ll . . .’ ■ 

‘You’ll what?’ 

‘I’ll make you another Tequila Sunrise. Right now.’ 

, ‘That’s pretty tempting,’ Justine said, relenting as she 
looked at him sitting there so earnest and hopeful. So, 
for some reason . . . absolutely swell. Yes, swell, that was . 
the exact word. And beautiful. Heart-meltingly beauti- 
ful, it was the broken nose that did it. And his eyes, how 
could they be bluer than her own? And masculine, flesh 
and honermeltingly masculine, and edible . . . nol She 
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wasn’t going to go that route again, not tonight. She’d 
picked up the phone first, she reminded herself, sternly. 
A woman has to have pride. Pride was important, 
essential, men respected a woman with pride. 

‘I’m not packed,’ Justine said firmly, ‘and I leave for 
Paris tomorrow. I can’t drink and pack at the same 
time.’ 

‘How long does it take you to pack?’ 

‘Golly, who knows? Paris, with all the fashion people 
there - I can’t just throw things in a suitcase the way 
they do in movies. I have to be coordinated, organized, 
mostly black naturally,’ Justine babbled, ‘and then I 
have to pack my shoes, my cosmetics . . . hairspray . . . 
vitamins . . . antihistamines . . .’ 

‘Tell you what I’ll do. I’ll come up and help you. I’ll 
focus your mind. I’ll make a list while you decide what 
to take. I’ll quiz you on coordination. I’ll fold things so 
they don’t wrinkle. As you put each item in your 
suitcase. I’ll check it off the list. You’ll be done in half 
an hour.’ 

‘Never, ever in my whole life have I packed in half 
an hour, even for a weekend.’ 

‘Never, ever, have you had such a good reason to get 
it over with. Because as soon as that suitcase is closed, 
I’m going to make love to you.’ 

‘Oh.’ Justine’s whirling mind came to full stop. 
Pride, she thought, pride was some sort of a sirii wasn’t 
it? 

‘Don’t you want to?’ 

‘Could we do that first?’ she asked, giving him a 
laughing, unpremeditated kiss. Pride wasn’t what it 
used to be, whatever it had been. ‘And pack later?’ 
Justine got up quickly from the kitchen table and started 
in the direction of the staircase, reaching out for 
Aiden’s hand. 

‘That makes sense,’ he said as they took the stairs two 
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at a time. ‘You’re right about me, I do tend to plod 
along. Maybe one and one doesn’t necessarily make 
two. Hey, it’s nice and ^varm in your bedroom. I think 
I’ll get undressed.’ 

‘I really feel much better about everything now that 
we’ve talked, even if you won’t tell me what to do,’ 
Justine told him from the bathroom where she tvas 
taking off all her clothes with hands that shook with 
eagerness. As gracefully as a mermaid she slipped into 
her bed and beckoned to him. 

‘Nope, I won’t give you advice,’ Aiden agreed, joining 
her wthout ceremony, and looking into her eyes wth 
such flaming, uncomplex, uncompromising tenderness 
that she shivered, and lowered her lids. ‘But, on another 
subject, do you think you might possibly consider 
marrying me?’ 

‘I think . . . perhaps . . . maybe ... I could,’ Justine 
allowed, burying her nose in his neck so that he 
couldn’t read her astonished face. ‘Consider it, that is.’ 

How long will it take to decide?’ 

Oh, I’ve decided already.’ She managed to keep her 
voice light and wonderfiolly careless, as decades of 
fearing to trust any man crumbled in seconds, and a 
conviction of absolute rightness took the place of all 
her well-cultivated defenses. 

‘Justine'.’ 

‘I’ll tell you later.’ She smiled infuriatingly, savoring 
a last moment of maidenly hesitation. Aiden had built 
his fortress right in the middle of her unwilling heart. 

'Wien? 

‘There’s sure to be a right time eventually . . . maybe 
when we’ve gotten to know each other better, may- 
be when Rufus is ready to share you.’ 

‘Justinel’ He grabbed her threateningly. ‘Yes or no?’ 

‘Okay, okay'. Yes. Satisfied now?’ 

‘ “Satisfied”?’ he cried, incredulously. ‘Would it be 
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too banal to say I’m the happiest man in the world? 
Would that begin to explain how I feel? Do you ^vant 
me to try and find new words, because if you do, I’ll 
start thinking and — ’ 

‘Actually, I wouldn’t mind if you said it again. That 
first thing, about being happy, it sounded just right, just 
enough . . . would it be too banal to say “same here”? 
Or how about this — I love you as much as life itself?’ 
Justine asked, suddenly intensely serious, ‘That’s pretty 
banal too.’ 

‘I don’t need fancy,’ Aiden told her, with sudden tears 
in his eyes, taken off guard by perfect joy. 
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‘I thought you’d \vant to know,’ Frankie said as soon as 
she’d been connected to Jacques Necker at his office. 
‘Miss Loring is on her way to Paris.’ 

‘Are you sure?’ 

‘She called me to confirm it right before the Con- . 
corde took off. She’ll be here tonight, our time, which 
means she’ll be at the dress rehearsal tomorrow.’ 

‘I’m glad to hear she’s well enough to fly,’ he said 
flatly. 

‘So am I,’ Frankie said, wondering why her news 
'vasn’t being greeted with more ■warmth. She’d been so 
delighted that she ^vas finally able to give him nervs of 
Justine’s arrival that she’d called him the minute she 
^vas certain Justine •was in the mr. Now, instead of 
sounding joyous and relieved and anxious and excited 

- all or any of the reactions she’d imagined him having 

- Necker seemed merely businesslike. 

‘Thank you for talking to Tinker last night,’ Frankie 
ventured. 

‘Frankly 1 was amazed at the way she’s let Lombardi 
take advantj^e of her. To use her for inspiration is 
entirely justified, but he has no right to keep her 
working such long hours, "with daily tango lessons on 
top of it. Couldn’t you have done something to put a 
stop to this. Miss Severino?’ 

‘I’ve been trying, Mr Necker, believe me. But Tinker 
is more fiercely determined than you imagine and I 
can’t ph-ysically restrain her from working as hard as she 
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wants to. Not a day has passed without my asking her if 
she’s okay, and she always says she’s fine.’ 

‘Nevertheless, you should have called me.’ 

' ‘I didn’t realize you’d want to be bothered — ’ And 
he doesn’t even know about Tom, Frankie thought. Or 
does he? 

‘Let me be the judge of that.’ _ 

‘Yes, Mr Necker. I’ll keep that in mind from now on,’ 
Frankie said meekly. 

After he’d hung up, Jacques Necker sat motionless, 
staring into space. Of course Justine was only coming 
to Paris now, at the last moment, because of the threat 
posed by Dart Benedict, he had no illusions on that 
subject. But she would be right here, in his city, within 
his grasp, and between the dress rehearsal and the 
collection itself, there would be dozens of natural 
opportunities for him to see her. She had to be as aware 
of that as he was. 

How should he handle this chance? His daughter had 
no idea of the extent of his remorse for the past All 
she knew about him was whatever damning things her 
mother had told her. But he’d been too pigheaded to 
let that fact deter him, ^vam him, even, at the very least 
advise him of how set Justine must be against him. 

No, he’d gone right ahead and done the most unwise, 
ill-considered thing he could have done; he’d over- 
reached. From the day he’d conceived of the Lombardi 
contest, he’d overreached eveiy time he’d tried to take 
a step toward his daughter. Mistake, mistake, mistakel 
That damn desk, he must have been insane! He knew 
so much about Jusdne now, he mused, so much he 
would never have known without Jordan. 

From everything Jordan had told him, he could 
conjure up Justine’s prickly sense of self, her need to 
achieve on her own, her fierce attachment to her 
independence. She clung to her ideas and her ideals, 



she v’as unyielding, she was loyal, she had a sense of 
famess that made her stubborn to a fault. He under- 
stood her because he was like her. Or w-as Justine like 
him? Could character, flaws as well as strengths, be 
inherited without contact between father and daughter? 
No matter - now, when he stopped to put himself in 
her place, he could see how his tyranni^ pursuit, his 
entrapment, if you called it by its right name, had only 
sen’ed to make any future approach more difiicult. 

He couldn’t make another mistake, Jacques Neckcr 
resolved. He would leave Justine alone. He wouldn’t lift 
a finger toward a rapprochement. Unless they were 
actually brought face-to-face by some unforeseen event, 
he wouldn’t make the slightest gesture towTird her, not 
so ihuch as sending flowers to the hotel. 

Justine had had months to take his measure, she knew 
how far he’d go to get to her, yet she’d never found it 
in her heart to give him a chance. Not even curiosity 
had made her read his letters. If that %vas the way she 
felt about him, realistically there w’as nothing he could 
do to change her. The next move was up to her. If there 
was to be a next move. 

Justine moved into action as soon as she reached the 
Plaza. She had her bags put into the bedroom, tracked 
down April and asked her to come to the suite im- 
mediately. April obeyed, too astonished by the sound 
of Justine’s voice to mention that she and Maude were 
on their way out to a late dinner. 

‘My, my,’ Justine said as she kissed her, ‘I’m not sure 
I would have recognized you on the street, but I like 
what I see.’ 

“You do! I thought you were going to be horrified,’ 
April breathed in relief, her new swagger only skin deep 
in Justine’s magisterial presence. 

‘Not at all. Sometimes there’s a look like yours that’s 
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so strong in one modality that we’re blinded by it. I 
thought of you as the next great classic blond, but in a 
way that everyone understands. Now there’s nothing 
classic left. You’ve achieved a look nobody else has, and 
that’s the one thing a top girl has to have. I just wish 
I’d thought of it myself.’ 

‘Maude thinks I look freakish,’ April blurted. 

‘Ah, but then Maude’s not in the business,’ Justine 
said crisply, ‘The thing is that you’re not just a divine 
vanilla blond, you’re a red-hot, musky blond, and 
nothing can beat that. All you need to modify is your 
hair, otherwise you’re magnificent. But your hair’s on 
the verge of punk, and we’ve been (here before and we 
don’t want to go back, do we? Let me find out exactly 
what that hairdresser did.’ Justine ran her fingers 
through the wild remains of April’s once-glorious hair, 
pushing it this way and that without managing to make 
any change in its comic-book frizz. 

‘Was this permed, after the bleach job and the cut? 
No? Just set? That’s a piece of luck. You’ve got enough 
split ends as it is. Frankie, look in my cosmetic case. 
There’s some gel there and a comb.’ 

When Frankie returned, the three women went into 
one of the bathrooms, and April sat on the toilet lid 
while Justine dampened her hair and carefully rubbed 
gel into her platinum disaster. 

‘See, April, you can’t have too many things going on 
or people won’t know where to focus. Now your mouth 
and your eyes are both dynamite so I’m going to take 
the hair way down. A gent’s look, I think, from tlie 
Arrow Collar days . . . always loved that handsome guy. ’ 

She parted April’s hair sharply on one side and 
combed it back from her face. There was enough of it 
to form a low, smooth pompadour that fell just behind 
April’s lovely ears, in small points, emphasizing die 
beauty of her skull. Suddenly the heavy makeup April 
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wore, combined with the severely modem, shingled 
hair, fell together to make one strong, single statement 
of outrageous sophistication. 

‘Take a look in the mirror,’ Justine told her. ‘No, the 
full-length mirror, or you won’t get the full effect.’ 

‘Oh, my God! It’s divine . . . but you don’t think it’s 
too . . . too . . . boyish?’ 

‘You’ve never looked more feminine,’ Justine said 
honestly. ‘A man’s hairstyle on a girl wth that great 
big emphasized mouth of yours, and those enormous 
Dietrich eyes, creates an elegant sexual tension you’d 
never get -with curls or long hair. It’s a bit Berlin in the 
thirties, I admit, but not boyish. Ambiguous, that’s what 
it is . . . ambiguous and tantalising. Now, what’s this I 
heard about Dart Benedict?’ 

‘He came after me at the party. He said if I worked 
quickly he could get me Vogue covers.’ 

‘And so he could. Two days from now, after the 
collection, the doorman at ^is hotel will be able 
to. get you Vogue covers, because Vogue will be coming 
after you. But I don’t think you’d be happy at his 
agency.’ 

‘That’s what Maude said. She’s heard some strange 
things about him.’ 

‘All of them true, and more. If you "vvant details, I 
have them. However, after this collection’s over, I only 
represent you at your request. Until then, I’d appreciate 
it if you stayed away firom Dart.’ 

‘Oh, Justine, I don’t intend to leave you! Not ever! 
I wouldn’t be in Paris if I hadn’t been at Loring 
Model Management. I’d still be the same know-nothing, 
mixed-up child I used to be, with my old mistake of a 
life.’ 

‘But it’s just makeup, April, don’t go overboard.’ 
Justine looked puzzled at April’s outburst of words. 
‘Ah . . . yeah . . . well . . . I’ll let Frankie fill you in. 
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Bye Justine, Thanks for my hair. Gotta go. Maude’s 
waiting.’ , 

April fled the room as Frankie hugged herself, rock- 
ing with silent laughter. 

‘Will you stop that! What the hell’s so funny?’ 

‘Oh Lord,’ Frankie panted between howls, ‘oh, Lord 
have merq^, she came out before fifty people but she’s 
afraid to tell you!’ 

‘Came out? As in “to come out’’? ApriL? April’s gay?’ 

‘For the moment anyway.’ 

‘With - Maude?’ 

‘Who else?’ 

‘Damn! I missed ail the fun. You might have said 
something in your phone call.’ 

‘I thought I’d let you find out for yourself. No sense 
in spoiling all the surprises around here.’ 

‘Hmm ... I must have got a subliminal message, that’s 
undoubtedly why I thought of the gent’s cut,’ 

‘Back in charge, already, I see,’ Frankie said, as 
sarcasdcally as she could manage. 

‘Isn’t that what you wanted?' 

‘Oh, Justine, I’m just so damn glad to see you, I don’t 
know whether to shit or go blind.’ 

‘Neither, please, my darling mouse. Now, shall I 
tackle Jordan?’ 

‘About whati* She’s the only one who hasn’t given me 
a minute’s trouble.’ 

‘It’s too late to get on Tinker’s case, I suppose?’ 

‘Even if it weren’t, she isn’t here. She’s at Tom’s.’ 

‘At Tom’s? Is Tom a man or a woman, Frankie?’ 

*A very adorable guy. They’re, and I quote, “madly 
in love.’’ ’ 

‘And when did that start?’ 

‘The second night we got here.’ 

‘Frankie, I’m beginning to question your perform- 
ance as a chaperone.’ 



‘I warned you it wasn’t my ]^g, not that I didn t give 

it my best efforts.’ i ’ 

‘We’ll go see Tinker in the morning. Meanwhile, let s 

order dinner in the room.’ 

‘So you can ask me all about Mike?’ Frankie said 
eagerly. 

‘Eventually. First I’ll tell you all about Aiden. 

‘Aiden?’ 

‘My husband to be,’ Justine said with dignity. ‘Aiden 
Henderson.’ 

‘You don’t even know a man named Aiden. 

‘I’ve known him for almost two weeks.’ 

‘Any other girl on any other planet might, just 
possibly, get engaged to a guy she’s known for less than 
two Weeks, but not you, Justine. You’re simply not Ae 
type. I’m the one wth the guy, not you. Stop teasing 


me.’ 

‘Do I look as if I’m teasing you?’ 

Frankie took a good close look at Justine for the riret 
time since she’d arrived. The changes she had misse , 
the luminous expression on Justine’s face, the way she 
said the name ‘Aiden,’ a new lightness of being, almost 
like a halo, that seemed to emanate from her frien , 
all rushed at Frankie in one affirmation of an unlike y 


but unquestionable truth. 

'CarambaP she shouted. 

‘I know. I can’t believe it either.’ 

‘But . . . but . . . how}' 

‘He broke my furnace, and then . . . it’s complicated, 
but one thing led to another. There was an absolute 

ine\itability.’ ^ . 

‘Ah ha, the old broken furnace ployl Why didn t you 
say so in the first place? That’s a mating call on the 
molecular level if there ever was one Or you could 
blame it on the Bossa Nova. Okay, okay! I m listening! 
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‘I wonder how long that elevator’s been broken,’ Justine 
said as she and Frankie climbed the four flights of stairs 
to Senora Varga’s studio. 

‘Since I’ve been coming here and probably for the 
last decade. No wonder the Senora is made of steel. 
Here we are. Don’t ring, she keeps the door open so I 
can just creep in and wait until she allows Tinker her 
break.’ 

The two women entered quiedy and sat down without 
being noticed. They watched the two dancers for five 
minutes before the Senora noticed them and reluctantly 
released Tinker with a few words of praise. 

‘Justine! You made it!’ Tinker cried. ‘Oh, I’m so 
happy to see you, you can’t imagine, it’s so exciting, 
I’ve never been so excited in my life, did you see me 
dance, today’s my last lesson, what did you think, I’m 
getting really good, I never khew I could do this, and 
wait till you see the clothes, Marco’s finished most of 
the last-minute changes, and we did a final accessory 
rehearsal just for me, oh, Justine, there’s so much going 
on I couldn’t close my eyes last night, Tom tried to 
make me eat a steak but I couldn’t get it down, not a 
bite, just soup and bread, that’s all my stomach wants, 
it’s probably the endorphins, they cut the appetite, all 
I could think about was the other girls, working with 
them tonight at the dress rehearsal, Karen, Carla, 
Helena, did you know Necker finally got them all, even 
Claudia and Kate and Linda, almost all the top girls, 
Justine, the real ones, he paid them three times as much 
as anyone else does because othenvise they don’t do 
unknowns, not even for GN, it’s going to be so excidng, 
being out there with tliem, being the first girl out, 
opening the show, of course it’s a lot of responsibility 
but Marco’s sure I can do it, and I have to, Justine, I 
have to, because that’s the way the show is planned, my 
first dress, w-ait till you see it, he's starting wth evening 


clothes instead of the usu^ ^vay, wth day clothes, it’s a 
divine coral chiffon, five ruffled skirts, different lengths, 
very flamenco, they whirl and whirl, it’s cut down to here 
in ffe back and herein the front, you can see everything, 
lucky I’m thinner than I’ve ever been, tiny straps, with 
a full-length cape made of nothing but hundreds of 
oiganza roses in the most beautiful shade of pale, pale, 
yellow, as if there’s a spodight on me, I lake it off 
at the end of the runway . . . no . . . no, what am I 
saying? . . . not then, not until just before the end of the 
rumvay, facing the photographers, and I don’t drag it 
in the old \vay, I lift it and throw it as far as I can 
bactovard, to show how light it is. I’ve practiced and 
practiced — ’ 

‘Sit do^vn, Tinker,’ Justine said quietly. 

‘Oh, I can’t sit down, it’s easier if I stay on my feet, 

^ if I sit down I might never get up and Senora Varga 
wants one last half hour before she lets me go to Marco, 
she’s a perfectionist, I wanted to learn another dance, 
not just the tango, but she wouldn’t let me, said I Avasn’t 
ready, the silly thing is I’ll never be able to dance it wth 
a man because I only know how to lead, isn’t that 
ridiculous, silly, so silly, it won’t even do me any good 
on the dance floor, and the silliest thing of all is nobody 
dances the tango anyway, do they, Justine?’ 

Justine stood up and pressed her hands firmly on 
Tinker’s shoulders. ‘Sit do^vn. Tinker, you’re overtired,’ 
Tinker burst into a passion of tears. ‘No, no. I’m not,’ 
she kept talking, weeping all the while through her 
words. ‘I told Tom 1 wasn’t, he tried not to let me out 
of the house this morning, and now you’re telling me 
the same thing, you want me to be tired, you don’t 
understand, I can’t be tired, it’s impossible, it’s only 
another day away, the spring collection, it’s tomorrow, 
I can’t let the house down, that’s what Marco says, I 
can’t let them do\vn, you understand, Justine, you know 
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how it is, you understand, don’t you? Frankie, don’t you 
understand?’ 

‘Take her other arm, Frankie,’ Justine said, locking 
one of Tinker’s arms in hers. ‘We’re going to get 
you some rest. Tinker, so that you’ll be perfect for 
tomorrow. You’re overrehearsed, that’s the only thing 
that’s wrong with you. One good day’s rest, and one 
good night, just dll tomorrow and you’ll be perfect, on 
top of your form, but you need to rest, you can 
understand that, can’t you. Tinker?’ 

‘But the Sehora . . .’ 

‘I’ll say good-bye for you, you can come and see her 
after'the collection if you want to, now we’ll go back to 
the hotel and put you to bed.’ 

'But TomP 

‘We’JI get Tom and bring him to the hotel. He’ll stay 
with you there and help take care of you. Frankie will 
get him as soon as you’re in bed. If you don’t go to bed. 
Tinker, Frankie can’t go get Tom. I’ll talk to Marco, 
he’ll understand perfecdy, this happens lots of times, 
they can do the dress rehearsal with somebody standing 
in for you, you’ve already had your final accessory check, 
so they don’t need you, doesn’t that make sense. 
Tinker? There, that’s better now, isn’t it, here, blow, 
good, don’t let go, Frankie, we’ve still got those fucking 
stairs, grab her coat, okay, let’s go, back to the hotel, 
some nice hot soup, you’ll be perfect for tomorrow, 
Tinker, you just need to get off your feet.’ 

‘But you’ll talk to Marco, you promise? You’ll ex- 
plain?’ 

‘Oh, I’ll talk to Marco, Tinker, you can count on that.’ 


2S 


I realized that I ^vas holding my breath as Justine, Mike 
and I shepherded April and Jordan to the ele\'ator 
that would take us to the underground space at the 
Ritz where the Lombardi spring collection Avas going to 
be presented tomorrow night Tonight w'as the dress 
rehearsal and the first time Jordan and April would find 
themselves in the company of the top girls in the world. 

It had been a long day and the hard part was just 
starting now, after eight at night We were late, on top 
of everything else, because of an unexpected traffic 
accident that had tied up the Place de la Concorde. 

It seemed years ago, rather than just this morning, 
that Justine and I had settled Tinker in her room and 
made sure that she ate every last bite of a light lunch. 
When we’d last looked in on her, before leaving the 
PlazaTor the Ritz, she’d had another meal and was 
sound asleep. Tom, reading in a chair, vras riding 
shotgun. 

Just what kind of favor is Necker doing our girls by 
making them hold their o%vn wth all the superstars?’ 
I’d asked Justine in the afternoon, hours ago, after she’d 
returned from her confrontation \vith Marco, filled with 
the glowng, righteous satisfaction of someone who has 
finally performed a major public service in a woodshed. 
‘That sadistic, sick little creep won’t give us any more 
problems,’ she told me. Her victory-blue eyes had never 
been so vibrant a color, every individual one of her 
blond hairs seemed to have an energetic life of its own. 
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and I had felt a lift of my spirit every time she flashed 
her familiar smile that combined mirth, courage and 
pride in the same moment. 

‘Face it,’ Justine replied, suddenly serious. ‘GN hired 
the stars to give the first Lombardi collection borrowed 
status. The fashion press always expects to see the most 
important girls doing the most important shows. But it 
could be exactly the sort of gesture that backfires and 
makes our three girls look even more inexperienced 
than they are.’ 

‘Look at the bright side,’ I had urged her. ‘The 
photographers and editors must be getting damn sick 
of all the familiar, predictable models, they’ll take a 
really good look at our girls, three fresh, unknown faces 
who’ve had a huge PR buildup. Each one of them is as 
beautiful as the big girls, they’re simply not famous. You 
know that the hotter a girl is, the closer she is to being 
history.’ 

‘Maybe you’re right,’ she had replied dubiously. 

‘And maybe you are,’ I had said gloomily, ‘But, 
on the other hand, even if our girls don’t grab the 
limelight, what difference does it make? The real 
competition is only among them. The others are just 
there to show the clothes, so what are we getting in such 
a twist about? It’s a win-win situation.’ 

‘I don’t believe in “win-win,” ’ she had said, shaking 
her head competitively, her stubborn streak taking over. 
‘It’s a myth, one of those expressions that’s easy to say 
and too good to be true.’ 

The reception desk had called, interrupting the 
seesaw of our discussion, and announced that Gabrielle 
d’Angelle was in the lobby and would like to come up. 
When she arrived, looking far-beyond-sleek in black, 
she announced that she had been delegated by Necker 
to be our guardian angel from GN until the spring 
collection was over. Believe it or not, I was so nerv'ous 
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at this point that I actually welcomed the distraction of 
her sharp-edged, beady-eyed, bred-in-the-Parisian-bone 
hardness, alAough how she could help to protect my 
beauties from disappearing beneath the shadow of the 
great perfect pumpkinhood of Claudia-Linda-Yasmeen- 
ness, I couldn’t imagine. 

‘Well,’ Gabrielle said, as she shook hands with Justine, 
‘I’m glad that you’ve finally recovered. Your illness 
seems to have left you looking extremely well.’ 

‘Antibiotics often have that effect,’ Justine answered 
smoothly. 

‘How is poor Tinker?’ 

‘Sleeping peacefully.’ 

‘She’ll definitely be all right by tomorrow?’ 

‘She will, in spite of Lombardi. Who did you get to 
take her place tonight?’ 

‘Fortunately Janine, Marco’s former house model, is 
helping out. She’s still loyal to Monsieur Necker.’ 

‘What I don’t understand is why is the dress re- 
hearsal starting so late?’ Justine protested. ‘Eight in 
the evening is a ridiculous hour - it might run all 
night’ 

‘At no price would the Ritz allow us to rent the space 
earlier in the day. As it is, they exacted an incredible 
amount for the use of the swimming pool for twenty- 
four hours, as if . anybody has time to swim during 
collection week. We’ll be using the beauty salon, next 
to the swimming pool, for dressing, hair and makeup. 
Their last hair client is scheduled to be finished just 
before seven tonight’ 

‘But what about the hotel guests who want to get their 
hair done tomorrow?’ 

‘Tomorrow the Ritz has made arrangements to send 
them to Alexandre by car and driver, all at GN’s 
expense. Months ago I suggested that it would be more 
practical to set up the runways and hold the rehearsal 



elsewhere than in the hotel, but Marco fought for the 
actual location of the show so that the girls and their 
dressers will know exactly where they are to be to- 
morrow night.’ 

‘He makes sense about one thing, anyway,’ Justine 
grumbled. 

‘Do you two have any idea how different this is going 
to be from the ordinary show?’ Gabrielle asked. ‘The 
normal show lasts forty minutes, costs about two 
hundred thousand dollars and the editors leave unfed. 
This show will last less than a half hour, and cost well 
over half a million dollars.’ 

‘We haven’t been given any of the details,’ Justine 
replied, interested in spite of herself. 

‘It’s a black-tie dinner of the most lavish kind. Cham- 
pagne and caviar will be served before the show, dinner 
afterward. Only the creme de la creme of the press 
and customers have been invited. Normally there are 
two thousand people, tomorrow night only three hun- 
dred, plus the most important photographers of course. 
Remember, GN is one of the world’s biggest advertisers. 
No editor of importance can ignore Lombardi. We kept 
this deliberately small and exclusive but nevertheless 
the media coverage will be huge since Monsieur Necker 
has spent money with an open hand.’ 

‘What about the runways?’ Justine asked, unwilling 
to be drawn into a discussion of Necker’s financial 
excesses. 

‘The crew from Belloiretjallotwill get started tonight 
at seven sharp. Their first Job is to cover the pool and 
set up the runways. They’ll be arranged in concentric 
circles with the banquet tables between them, so that 
everyone will have a front-row seat.’ 

‘Belloir et Jalloti*’ 

‘The great experts on location backgrounds: sets, 
lights, seating, the musicians’ bandstand, everything 


that you need for transformation of any space into a 
great party.’ 

‘Musicians?’ I asked. ‘Aren’t you using a DJP’ 

‘My dear Frankie, this is not going to be like all the 
other Paris collections, so many of which have turned 
into vulgarity contests. Lagerfeld actually played some- 
thing called “Don’t Want No Short Dick Man” last 
season, and he began the show with a soundtrack 
screaming “Turn This Fucking Music Up!” ’ 

‘Good God!’ I couldn’t believe those words had 
issued from Gabrielle’s elegantly made-up mouth. 

‘Marco,’ she continued, not turning a single glossy 
hair, ‘decided he wouldn’t he like everyone else, 
in competition wth those ridiculous people who 
call themselves “soundtrack stylists.” So he persuaded 
Monsieur Necker to import a band called Chicago.’ 

‘But they’re an American rock and roll group from 
the late seventies,’ Justine said surprised. ‘MTiy them?’ 

‘They’re favorites of Marco’s,’ Gabrielle said, shrug- 
ging in a way that clearly showed her lack of enthusiasm. 
‘He arranged for them to supplement their group with 
other mtisicians, singers and a backup group. He com- 
missioned them to reinvent music from the nineteen 
thirties in a new idiom. There’ll be twenty musicians in 
all not counting the vocalists.’ 

‘Are his clothes also a reinvention of the nineteen 
thirties?’ Justine asked. ‘I didn’t expect him to steal — 
borrow - from that far back.’ 

‘I haven’t seen them,’ Gabrielle replied snippily. ‘He 
may be fabricating a new kind of neutron bomb, for all 
I know, or even bringing back the high-button shoe. 
However, the key words he gave the PR department 
were “gaiety, freshness and charm.” ’ 

‘ You haven’t seen them?’ Justine and I asked together, 
equally amazed. 

‘Marco has been “too busy’’ creating to show me 
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anything. He refused to show clothes that were in the 
formative state,” except to the other people con- 
cerned in the design process.’ 

But if you haven’t seen them, what about the PR 
people? They must be working in a vacuum?’ I asked, 
feeling sympathetic to Gabrielle for the first time since 
I’d met her. 

^ She gave us an I’ve been-there-and-done-it-all shrug. 
Worldwide, only a dozen or so designers are important 
PR will not decide if Marco is to become one of them. 
But I do know quite enough totell you that he is playing 
all his strongest cards, even though I haven’t seen the 
clothes.’ 

So, Justine said slowly, ‘you mean seduction.’ 
Exactiy.’ Gabrielle looked at her with a new appre- 
ciation. Seduction, What else can it be with sets 
that have been executed at vast expense to turn that 
enormous space under the Ritz into the terrace of an 
outdoor cafe surrounded with one thousand flowering 
cherry and apple trees? Marco is invoking the spring of ’ 
some vague, entirely idealized year between nineteen 
thirty-four and nineteen thirty-six.’ 

But nobody remembers that far back,’ I oljected. 
And that is exactly the point. The present is not 
particularly alluring, is it? Marco wants it to be an 
imaginary year during which nobody had any reason to 
worry about the future or brood on the past. The 
seduction of the senses will begin as the press enters 
the hotel from the cold night and finds the lobby 
banked in springtime,’ 

‘Have you any idea what music Chicago is going to 
play? New stuff in the thirties idiom?’ I asked 

You didn't think they were doing original music, 
did you? she asked, horrified at the idea ‘No only 
the interpretation, the orchestration, is original Marco 
wouldn’t leave something that important to these 



musicians,’ Gabrielle said, taking a notebook out of her 
purse. ‘Here are some of the titles from the medley that 
will set the mood before the show and you tell me how 
original it is. “Lovely to Look At,” “Isn’t This a Lovely 
Day - to Be Caught in the Rain?,” “I’m in the Mood 
for Love,” “Blue Moon,” “All I Do Is Dream of You,” 
“My Romance” . . .’ 

‘Stop!’ Justine cried, laughing as hard as I was. Even 
Gabrielle was smiling. ‘We get the idea. Comball as all 
hell but if it doesn’t put people in a receptive mood, 
nothing will. So you’ve got a dazzling replica of Paris 
in a never-never spring, music from the highest period 
of HoIly\vood musicals, a banquet provided by the Ritz, 
all the top models available — Marco won’t be able to 
say that they didn’t like his clothes because tliey weren’t 
presented wth a maximum of schmaltz.’ 

‘ “Schmaltz”?’ Gabrielle asked. 

‘Chicken fat,’ I explained, but she still looked 
puzzled. 

‘It’s another way of saying charm,’ Justine explained. 

‘And I thought I spoke perfect English,’ Gabrielle 
murmured. ‘Chicken fat? Highly idiomatic, I imagine.’ 

‘Highly,’ I reassured her. *You had to be there.’ It’s 
at a moment like this that I find it easy to understand 
that French custom-designed clothes actually lose four 
million dollars a year. 

‘But,’ Gabrielle reminded me, ‘with luck, tonight 
is the first step to the Lombardi perfume. And the 
perfume market is seven and a half billion dollars a 
year. Monsieur Necker plans for many years in the 
future.’ 

This conversation was cut short by Jordan and 
April, who beat on our door, closely followed by Mike 
and Maude. The girls were showing clear evidence of 
opening-night shakes. 

‘What are we supposed to do with ourselves until it’s 


time for the rehearsal?’ Jordan asked plaintively. ‘We’ve 
taken bubble baths until our fingertips shriveled, done 
our toenails twice, shaved our legs, washed our hair and 
we’re afraid that we might start tweezing our eyebrows 
and not be able to stop until there isn’t a hair left’ 
‘There are still two more hours till we have to leave 
for the Ritz,’ April said, looking faint. ‘I haven’t eaten 
all day. I’m weak from hunger but I’m afraid I’ll throw 
up if I put anything in my stomach.’ 

‘I have an idea,’ Mike said. ‘Do you all play poker? 
No? Only me and Maude and Frankie? Well, we’ll teach 
the rest of you until you catch on. Then we’ll play for 
money till it’s time to leave.’ 

Justine gave me an approving nudge that un- 
mistakably meant, ‘you done good.’ I didn’t deign to 
reply to such an obvious truth, but called room service 
for some playing cards and platters of food. The next 
two hours passed quickly as some very fast, loose and 
highly unorthodox poker took over. Soon everyone 
relaxed enough to consume the food, and Jordan, a 
beginner, or so she’d claimed, ended the session by 
raking in over three hundred dollars. Mike sat next to 
me, occasionally shooting a few pictures when he wasn t 
trying to look at my cards. 

‘Stop cheating!’ I finally objected. 

‘But your cards are my cards, darling. Share and share 
alike. Wanna see mine?’ 

‘Is that the way it works?’ 

‘Sure.’ I was about to take a peek at his cards, under 
the influence of his grin, and the way his eyes lapsed 
with pleasure when he looked at me. But Maude caught 
us and put a stop to it 

Now even the memory of that fun was almost for- 
gotten. Maude and Gabrielle had gone ahead of us in 
the small Ritz elevator, and on the second descent Mike, 
Justine and I stood in the back, while Jordan and April 



stood in front of us, backs straight, shoulders squared, 
exquisite heads held high on their exquisite necks, 
looking totally confident arid self-possessed. Only their 
hair distinguished -them, Jordan’s dark cherubim ring- 
lets and April’s platinum nape. Suddenly Mike’s flash 
went ofE" and I saw what he had noticed: the ttvo girls 
were holding hands so tightly that it must hurt. 

‘Heartless cannibal!’ I hissed at him. ‘Possible cover 
shot,’ he hissed back at me and took another shot as 
the ele\ator door opened. ‘Go, girl, go!’ Jordan en- 
couraged April Avith a sudden smile, and the girls 
advanced, still holding hands, into the cigarette smoke- 
laced air of the white and pink marble reception room. 
In the background you could see stacks of little gilded 
chairs being carried by, three models so famous that 
they could be identified by one feature alone and 
dozens of black-clad proles who were either the Belloir 
et Jallot crew or people connected with the business of 
inserting girls into clothes. 

‘What do we do first?’ I asked Gabrielle. 

‘The girls should report to Marco so he knows they’re 
here. I’ll take charge of them.’ 

‘No, I will, Gabrielle,’ Justine said quickly. 

‘No one who isn’t necessary is to be allowed back- 
stage, and you’re not directiy involved with showing the 
spring collection. It’s going to be a madhouse tonight. 
I’m sorry but you’ll have to wait here, Justine. I thought 
you understood that.’ x 

‘Balls, Gabrielle. I’m going with the girls. And so is 
Frankie. They need us. And of course Mike and Maude 
have to be everywhere.’ . 

‘Mike and Maude, yes. But as for you and Frankie, 
it’s absolutely impossible,’ 

‘Why don’t you go ask Marco?’ 

A minute later Gabrielle returned, looking as 
astonished as her features would allow. ‘He says you’re 
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both welcome anywhere, so long as you keep out of his 
way. I’m sorry, Justine, I didn’t know an exception was 
being made for the two of you.’ 

‘That’s okay. You couldn’t know. Come on everybody. 
Mike, remember, no photos of Ms Schififer naked, or 
even in her undies. She may be trapped in a look that 
she can’t change, but she’s not giving it away when she’s 
not being paid. It’s a rule.’ 

‘Ah, shucks!’ my beloved whined. 

It was at that moment that Chicago struck up the first 
strains of their version of ‘Goody Goody’ and I felt 
immediately corrupted with pleasure. It was strongly 
syncopated, extra fast, and with a beat so emphatic that 
no one could miss it. Something about the music 
contained the very essence of expectation and dapper, 
light, uncomplicated fun. All around me people started 
to smile and with a gesture as natural as a child 
scratching a mosquito bite, Jordan swept April into a 
little dance step. 

‘Not so bad, this Chicago,’ Gabrielle said in what was, 
for her, a deeply approving voice. 

We threaded our way into the large beauty salon, 
which served very well as an improvised dressing room, 
since the enormous amount of beige marble counter 
space gave all the makeup artists and hairstylists room 
to place their tools, the lighting was brilliant, and by 
taking away all the leather chairs and replacing them 
with banquet chairs, an adequate space had been 
created for the dressers and the girls to make their 
changes. 

As our little group paused in the doorway I realized 
that I’d never guessed just how smack-in-the-stomach 
the collective presence of the top girls in the girl 
business would be. Now they weren’t clacking, one by 
one, in and out of Coring Model Management, each an 
individual, as I had come to know them. Now they were 
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banded together in a cloud of heightened awareness of 
themselves that raised their power to the nth degree. 

As a group they were plunged into a dense atmosphere 
of dedicated self-absorption that was deeply knowing 
and totally privileged, in equal proportions. They were 
wrapped in the knowledge of their meritocracy, which 
consisted of the dead-simple fact that at this particular 
moment in time they were the chosen of the chosen, 
the anointed. Rules that bound other women had been 
suspended for them. Their faces, in spite of their youth, 
carried the weight of so much fantasy that walking 
into a room filled with top models was ten times more 
impressive than finding yourself backstage in the pre- 
senters’ makeup room on Oscar NighL 
‘April! Jordan! Stop gaping!’ Justine hissed at 
them. ‘In six months you’ll both be as bored by this as 
they are. Can’t you hear them thinking “another day, 
another dollar’’?’ 

‘Nice try, boss,’ Jordan muttered, unable to take her 
eyes away from the girls who were harem-esque as they 
sat, half in and half out of their Ritz peignoirs: chatting 
animatedly or intimately on cellular phones with their 
bare legs flung up on the counters as if they were alone; 
sipping out of bottles of Coke and Evian as they 
compared Filofax entries; scrutinizing their toenail 
polish, curling their eyelashes or inspecting the all-but- 
invisible veins in the whites of their eyes; a minority 
reading paperback books, one or two humanly im- 
perfect enough to wear glasses; groups of them locked 
together in whispered gossip; clearly none of them 
interested in the clothes, since getting paid triple to 
show the work of an unkno\vn designer must mean the 
stuff was a disaster. There were girls lighting cigarettes, 
girls putting out cigarettes and girls lost in a cloud of 
smoke. I blessed, for . the thousandth time, the luck 
of the draw* lliat had given me three nonsmokers to 
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^ of girts turned to wave at Mike, 

several at Justine, but their eyes became blank as they 

^sed over Jordan and April. We’re the original Broad- 
y cast, their lack of interest seemed to say, we’re in 
n you re out, make no mistake, the two of you are a 
^ understudies, hired for a single day’s stunt 
wnere s Lombardi?’ Justine demanded, 
ro a ly behind those girls,’ Mike said, pointing to 
a ineup of six models who stood in a row with their 
tyacks toward us, their legs hidden by a table. From our 
vantage point they were wearing identical suit jackets 
m a marvelous hyacinth-blue wool; snugly fitted, small 
shouldered, narrowly belted. 

Justine herded the girls in Marco’s direction, her 
an s on their shoulders. ‘Jordan and April are here,’ 
s e sai to him as he sat behind a table covered with 
accessories like a giant mosaic. 

‘They’re late,’ he said, not looking at her. 

, traffic, she informed him without apology. 

T dresser,’ Lombardi said to 

Justine. Put on the hats,’ he ordered, turning away. I 
watc ed his assistants adjust close-fitting, hair-covering, 
felt cloches over six of the highest-paid 
ea s m the world. Each cloche sported a single white 
rose md the skirt of each of the lightweight, elegantly 
parecl-down suits was in a different length, from a 
slightly-Iess-than-fmgertip mini to a skirt that ended at 
the ankle bone. The skirts had the same modified A-line 
shape, widening as they grew longer. Each of the girls 
wore sheer beige hose and identical medium-heeled 
black patent leather pumps. It was impossible to say that 
one length was more becoming or more fashionable 
than another. Marco stood up, giving Kate Moss’ knee- 
covenng skirt a tug at the waistline. 

‘Divinity,’ he cooed at her. 

‘He never even looked at us,’ April wailed as we 
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pushed backward through the crowd. ‘Didn’t say so 
much as hello.’ 

‘It has nothing to do tvith you, he!li come around.’ 
Justine reassured her. ‘Not a dumb idea, those different 
lengths,’ she commented to me, annoyed but honest. 

‘Fence sitting,’ I grumbled, but I had to admit that 
if fashion editors still thought skirt lengths were any 
kind of an issue - and didn’t they all? - Marco had just 
made a dramatic statement, too convincing for the 
media to overlook. 

We finally reached the two racks of clothes tvith 
April’s and Jordan’s names marked in crayon on a 
cardboard sign. The girls, their patience at an end, 
lunged for the clothes, paying no attention to the 
flustered, protesting dresser. They flipped through 
the racks like dogs chasing a rabbit, exclaiming with 
excitement, their yelps of approval growing louder and 
louder, while Mike photographed them looking like 
crazed shoppers on some game show. 

Girls, for God’s sake!’ Justine protested. ‘Ckjntrol 
yourselves!’ 

I^ok at this,’ April screeched. ‘A mohair cape in fire 
engine red, lined in pale pink satin and a dress that 
matches the lining ... I crave it!’ 

I’ve got the reverse, cape in pink, dress in red!’ 
Jordan exclaimed. 

Hey, hey!’ April exclaimed, holding up a -wide- 
skirted, strapless lilac satin ball gown '4vith an intricate 
pleated chocolate sash and a tiny, snug bolero covered 
■with chocolate glitter, a dress worthy of a yoimg Sophia 
Loren. 

‘I have it too,’ Jordan breathed, brandishing a hanger 
with the same go-wn in biting brown, the sash in lilac 
and the bolero flashing lavender sequins. -‘Are we 
twins?’ 

‘Don’t know. Wow, princess coat, princess coat!’ April 
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squealed, showing us a flared, tucked and buttoned coat 
in a featherweight, dove-grey flannel with a deceptively 
demure sliver of a white silk dress. !A person could get 
married in this , . . Jordan, you?’ 

‘Same coat, in apple-green tweed, one-shouldered 
dress in pale turquoise organza . . , look at this yellow 
velvet jacket over a lipstick-pink chiffon cocktail dress 
. . . yoimmy! But velvet for spring? — still, isn’t it exactly 
the rigkf yellow? Justine, is this the most perfect yellow 
or what?’ 

‘Let me try it on,’ Justine begged, stripping off her 
own jacket. 

‘No way. You’ll get it dirty . . . here’s one in sky blue, 
it’s almost the same cut . . Jordan threw the velvet 
jacket deftly at Justine and flipped fast forward through 
the masses of juicy, joyous jubilant color on her rack, 
as if she had exactly one minute to shop for the rest of 
her life. ‘Look, just look, each dress has a coat or jacket, 
each cocktail dress or ball gown has a long cape or a 
coat or a bolero . . . somebody finally realizes that 
women spend most of their time in air-conditioning. 
Oh my God! Look at this!’ 

Jordan grabbed a ball gown in plaid taffeta woven in 
a half-dozen exquisitely melting pastels. ‘Hoop skirts! 
As I live and breathe! And the cape, did you ever see a 
more marvelous pink, oh, oh, here’s a hood lined 
in plaid!’ She flung the cape around her shoulders, 
snuggled into the ravishing frame of the hood and 
preened beatifically in the mirror. ‘I’m never taking this 
off, not for anybody!’ 

April gave a hair-raising Confederate yell. By this time 
the noise and excitement generated by our two girls 
had aroused enough attention to set the superstar 
models to investigating the contents of their own racks, 
the same clothes they had been ignoring while making 
themselves comfortable and staking out their territory. 
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Soon the entire dressing room tvas full of girls ex- 
claiming and comparing, poudng in disappointment at 
the rme sight of grey or navy or black and, their 
superiority swept away by enthusiasm, posturing in 
delight behind a garden of pure, intense spring colors. 

GiW Marco yelled, standing up. ‘Don’t exchange 
clothes! Don’t even try on another girl’s clothes! Stop 
It imme^ately! If you behave I promise that as soon 
^ they re finished being photographed I’ll give 
mem m you and you can trade to your heart’s con- 
euL There s enough of my perfect pinks for every- 
0 y, enough daffodil yellows, enough new grass 
pens, enough apple blossom whites - put the hangers 
ac whp you found them, this minute! Pay attention 
to your dressers. Now, I %vant Karen, Kate and Shalom 
re^ed m their first numbers, and make it quick.’ 

is in pig heaven right now,’ Justine 

colnm f ^ ^ ^vriggled into the intricate 

•-jn ? o Jordan s bias-cut, lilac chiffon ball gown. 

.trr ^ l^tm all he needs to know about his 

uccess. Nobody cares less about clothes than they do.’ 

herself in a sweeping Parma-violet cape 

o 3nd hem. ‘How do I 

looK. is this me, mouse, or is this me?’ 

too busy trying to get into April’s slinky navy 

'^^^tail suit with Mae West white marabou collar 
and cuffs to answer. 
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in a ""S ^ Miaous mom 

swearing Tnd fa , " 

ma^aij;s^ggered"o5t°of ted”'' ” 

in a tvav^fh ^ barked through the doc 

and -deservf^^^ niade it plain that my much-neede 
‘Tom r rf'i 4 been outrageously disturbed 

insisted? ^ to wake you, Frankie, but Tinke 

‘^rel^inth^ 'r 

on a robe ’ ^ait a minute. I’ve got to put 

teeth, quickly brushed 

slept so late. We’rf ^^mn near incredible that I’d 
the morning, gran^ ^o the hotel at seven in 

gigantic breakfast in^ » and then wound down over a 
to mid-afternoon r^oom, but still to sleep 

imagine what my mr»fr. done it in my life. I can 

‘Poor Tom,’ /s2d ^hougM. 
him in sitting room ^ ^oon as I joined 

^ curiosity, j sure must be going craxj 

set my ala™. up earlier fo /didn'l 

not even Mike?’ 

DemonT"*”’ ' ““'dn® ‘>Mvay into 

ted me Peacdc’; 
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‘How much sleep did you get?’ I asked. 

‘I don’t think I got any. I lay on top of the covers tvith 
Tinker’s ann tied to mine by the belt of her badirobe so 
she couldn’t get out of bed without my knowing it, but 
I kept myself awake so I w'ouldn’t roll over on her.’ 
‘Enjoying the fashion business?’ 

‘It ^vasn’t the worst ordeal in the world.’ 

‘How’s she feeling?’ I asked, afraid of die ans^ve^. 

‘She insists that she’s totally recovered. She’s raging 
because I w’on’t let her out of bed except to go to the 
bathroom.’ 

‘No more crazy talking?’ 

‘Not crazy . . . well maybe a little crazy but more like 
compulsive impatience,’ he sighed. 

‘Tom, listen, you’re the only one who’s seen anything 
of her. Tell me if you think Tinker’s on any sort of drug 
- she’s in really weird shape.’ 

‘It can’t be speed, that’s for sure. I knew lots of people 
on speed in the ad business and they didn’t totally fall 
apart after work the way Tinker does, like a rag doll. 
She doesn’t unwind, she drops in her tracks. And if 
she’s getting any other drug from that shit-faced little 
creep she’s working for, I haven’t noticed it. Senora 
Varga? No, why would she be giving Tinker anything? 
It might disturb her concentration on the sacred fuck- 
ing tango. If you ask me the drug she’s on is pure raging 
ambition, that crazy feeling she has that getting a 
runway ^valk and winning this contest will give her an ' 
identity. What she keeps saying is, “I just tvant to get 
up there, that’s all, just get up and do my stuff’ — over 
and over again.’ 

‘That’s natural talk, Tom. The best runwuy girls are 
like racehorses, they can’t wait for the show to begin. 
If someone didn’t control them they’d all come swarm- 
ing out at the same time, tripping each otiier up on 
purpose.’ 
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‘If that’s the case, she’s got it made. Please, Frankie, 
take pity on me and go tell her every last detail about 
last night. I’m falling asleep talking to you.’ 

‘Take the couch. I’ll go see Tinker and have some- 
thing to eat with her.’ 

I wrapped a coat around my bathrobe and rushed 
down the corridor of the hotel. Tinker was lying back 
on the pillows, one leg lashed firmly to the bedpost, 
the phone too far away for her to reach it, looking 
like the heroine in a comic book who’s been tied down 
on the train tracks and is about to be run over. 

‘You’ve got to admit that he’s thorough, that Tom,’ 

I said as I untied her, trying not to laugh at her 
expression of fury. 

‘I’m going to kill that motherfucker.’ Tinker’s voice 
sounded like an out-of-tune harpsichord with shredded 
velvet strings. ‘You have no idea what he subjected me 
to all night. He’s criminally insane.’ 

‘Now be fair. He was only doing what we asked hini 
to do. Don’t have a hissy fit. Tinker, Tom was good, 
loyal and true.’ 

‘Every last one of you is overreacting,’ Tinker 
moaned, rubbing her leg and then jumping up and 
pacing around the room. ‘There’s nothing wrong with 
me, you can see that, can’t you? Nothing! Nothing! 
cunt wore my dresses? 

‘Gee, Tinker, I remember when you wouldn’t even 
say “damn” - in fact I think you spelled out “dam.” ’ 
Cunt! No wonder Tom said she •was talking a little crazy. 
‘As it happens, the lady who wore your dresses was 
Janine, a former house model Marco had fired. She’s 
chic but dull-looking, but she still managed to look 
fabulous because your clothes are far and away tlie best 
in the show.’ 

I Was trying to reassure her, of course, but everything 
I said ^vas a fact. 'Marco's really done you proud, Tink. 





And your dresser has everything lined up, totally acces- 
sorized, just waiting for you. Of course your skirts 
were way too long on Janine, but it didn’t matter. 
Even wthbut them the show would have been a total 
sensation. An absolutely genuine smash, the kind 
of turning-point show fashion people talk about for 
years. Everybody’s sky high about it. Everything you 
said is true - Marco’s a genius, much as I hate to admit 
it.’ 

‘I told you!’ 

‘There was a real breeze of fresh air - no, make that 
a tornado - and it didn’t stop all night.’ 

‘I knew it! Tell me more!’ 

‘The clothes had that thing editors always pray for 
... I guess it’s a quiver of something genuinely new. 
Nothing was reminiscent of any other designer, and his 
color sense - my God, Justine and I were fighting to try 
on April’s and Jordan’s clothes. They made me feel that 
no matter how expensive they were, they were worth it 
- transfiguring, flattering, luscious, edible - yet every- 
thing was so basically wearable that it’s hard to believe 
that not a single piece was dull. It was awful - I had u -. 
have them and 1 knew I couldn’t possibly afford even 
one. I’ve never felt that way about clothes before. It was 
like sex! No, betteri' 

‘What about April and Jordan?’ Tinker asked sharply. 
‘How did they look?’ 

‘Well . . .’ 

‘Tell me, Frankie! Damn it! I have to hear the truth,' 
Tinker demanded roughly. 

‘Extraordinary. Each in her own way — of course, in 
those clothes they couldn’t miss.’ 

'I’ll look better.’ 

‘Damn right.’ It wouldn’t be a good idea to disagree 
with her, I thought, looking closely at Tinker’s essential 
magic. If she was on drugs I knew she couldn’t have 
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had access to any since early yesterday and she hadn’t 
changed all that much even aJFter a good rest, . 

Tinker’s normal expression was a tender, somewhat 
brooding joy, attentive to the world around her, rather 
than to herself. Today, as she quizzed me, she blazed 
with attention and impatience, all tumed inward to;^d 
a vision of how she would look tonight. Her pale skin 
had more color in it than I’d ever seen, her eyes 
glittered harshly, almost dangerously, even the flags of 
her hair seemed a brighter shade of red than usual, as 
if she were on fire. Overrehearsed, I thought, trying to 
calm my fears, overrehearsal followed by frustration, 
followed by first-night nerves. But she’ll settle down 
once we get to the Ritz, once she’s back on the job. She 
had to. 

, T’m ordering froni room service. Tinker. What can I 
get you?’ 

‘Nothing, damn it , . . what the fuck makes everybody 
think I’m hungry? Tom’s been force-feeding me ever 
since I got here, I knowVve gained two pounds,’ Tinker 
said angrily. 

‘Nobody can gain two pounds in twenty-six hours, I 
said in my most reasonable voice. ‘Two pounds of fat 
equals eight thousand extra calories.’ 

‘But how can I bum calories normally when 
I’m imprisoned in this fucking bed with my muscles 
atrophying? Listen, Frankie, there’s still time for 
another tango lesson before tonight! Call Senora Varga 
and tell her I’m practically on my way.’ 

‘Tinker! If there’s one thing you don’t need it’s 
another tango lesson. You could tango in your sleep.’ 

‘It’d warm up my muscles,’ Tinker pleaded, rapidly 
stripping naked and hunting for her clothes. 

‘We have to be at the Ritz in a little more than two 
hours, for hair and makeup, ’ I said, sternly. ‘What you 
need is to take a long shotver, have something to eat 



and calm down, you’re not as rested as you think you 
are and it s going to be a long night. You’re not leaving 
this hotel until we all go together. I’ll sit here until 
you ve finished in die bathroom. Then we’ll go to the 
suite and play poker, like last night.’ 

‘I’ll meet you there.’ 

No, ril \vait for you.’ 

Tnker glared at me and slammed the bathroom door 

behind her. I called my suite and got Tom to wake 
Justine. 

Tinker s in a rage . . . wanted to lake another tango 
esson . . . ^ked what cunt” had worn her dresses,’ 

.J! tripping out like yesterday?’ 

^ raving, but she’s not like 

e either. But Tom doesn’t think she’s on anything 

“ t just can t tell.’ ® 

^”**"g* It’s driving everyone around the 
• She II calm down once the show starts.’ 
lou hpnestly think so?’ 

upririTt^i’ choice? As long as Tinker’s 

cards^ Justine? And get out the 

shower.’ ^ ^ gets out of the 

nervous are you about tonight?’ 

‘A than you are, kiddo.’ 

It’s -wn doing the show. Come back soon, 

n s worse when you’re not here.’ 
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The tvvo chaufFered cars drew up to the employees 
entrance of the Ritz. A group of burly young men, clad 
in sober dark blue suits, each sporting a dark red tie, 
guarded the door, 

‘Where’d they come from?’ Frankie asked. 

‘They’re called Les Cravates Rouges,’ Justine an- 
swered. ‘Upscale bouncers who keep out the unwanted 
and uninvited. Everybody uses them. They weren’t here 
last night. There’s undoubtedly another, bigger mob of 
them in front of the mmn entrance. Gate crashers are 
a nightmare at every collection.’ 

Justine led the way to the door. One of the Cravates 
Rouges approached her, his arms filled with magnifi- 
cent bouquets of spring flowers. 

‘Madame LoringP’ 

‘Yes?’ 

‘There is a bouquet for each of the mannequins, and 
these envelopes are for you, Madame Severino, Madame 
Callender, Monsieur Strauss and Monsieur Aaron.’ He 
handed her five square white envelopes. She opened 
one and discovered an engraved dinner invitation and 
a card indicating a table number. 

‘We won’t be needing these,’ Justine told the stolid 
young man. ‘We’re going with the girls,’ 

‘I regret, Madame, but Monsieur Lombardi has in- 
sisted that no one but the mannequins be allowed 
backstage tonight.’ 

‘When did you get this order?' 


'This morning, Madame,’ 

‘Who sent the flowers?’ 

I don t know, Madame, they were waiting with the 
concie^e when we arrived.’ 

April, is there a card with your bouquet?’ Tustine 
asked sharply. 

‘Wait . . . yes . . . it’s from Mr Necker. It says, “Good 
luck- tonight’’ Oh, what heavenly flowers! This is so 
sweet of him ... I feel like a ballerina.’ 

tnlr? Monsieur Lombardi,’ Justine 

told the Cravate Rouge. 

doLST t "'“5“®’ > regret,, but it is im- 

poKib e. My ordets are formal. Monsieur Lombardi 
cannot possibly be disturbed at this time.’ 

Where s your boss?’ 

is senior man here, Madame Loring. The office 

me T rf? tomorrow. All complmnts ^11 come to 
but it is ^ ^ accommodate you, 

fin'fSbriehe" "> 

Tinker vonr to r • • there as soon as possible. 

others.* ^ ^ April’s, just follow the 


ndMitt^i-f Maude, Tom 



Lombardi ^ that Marco 

collec^nn ^ ^^^<^tively shut them out of the spring 
even^T^ ^ spectators. Gabrielle d’Angelle 

oSvrn ’ °tit of range of any message, 

of ^ble to wring Lt 

SSiontn tt wK He came back from his 

mi^on to tell them that Mademoiselle Osborn had sent 

care ofXmsdvS"^ Perfectly capable of taking 
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‘Christ!’ Tom exploded. ‘That’s aimed at me.’ 

‘No, at me,’ Justine soothed him. ‘She’ll be her usual 
sweet self tomorrow, Tom. This isn’t an unusual reac- 
tion. It’s like a feisty kid on the first day of school who 
doesn’t want to be kissed goodbye in front of the 
others.’ 

‘Why don’t we all wait in the bar?’ Mike suggested. 
‘I’m the one who’s been treated worse than ariybody, 
unable to shoot backstage. Doesn’t anybody realize 
that?’ 

‘Poor darling,’ Frankie jeered at him. ‘Trust a photo- 
grapher to feel sorry for himself first’ 

‘Children, children,’ Maude said soothingly, ‘we re 
all in the same boat Let’s not shove each other 
overboard quite yet. There’ll be plenty of time to do 
that later. I’m with Mike, we need a drink. And it’s at 
least an hour before we can go down as guests.’ 

‘Assuming the Cravates Rouges let us into the bar, 
Justine snapped. 

The group from Loring Management and Zing' sat 
gloomily in the Ritz bar, at the table with the best view 
of the entrance, drinking Evian and herb tea, except 
for Maude Callender who ordered her usual Scotch. 
They barely spoke to each other, watching the invited 
guests arriving, each one of their invitations carefully 
checked by the swarming corps of Cravates Rouges, who 
were wearing dinner jackets with dark red bow ties in 
honor of the occasion. 

As far as Maude was concerned, this contretemps was 
all wonderful grist for her mill, infinitely better dian it 
would have been to be downstairs taking notes on the 
oddly well-ordered hysteria associated m’th any fashion 
show. She’d picked up more than enough backstage 
stuff last night, and most of it was unusable anyway. How 
many ways can you describe a superbly functioning, yet 


incredibly sloppy, madhouse of careening girls, aided 
by their nerveless dressers, changing with ripping speed 
from one outfit to another, throwng the most delicate 
garments on the floor once they were finished with 
them, any normal concepts of modesty, assuming they’d 
started Avith such an outmoded idea, checked at the 
door? How many limes can you describe the self- 
important ministrations of hairdressers, bending over 
the girls with their rollers and combs like so many 
Pygmalions, or makeup artists wearing clear-plastic 
tool belts to hold their favorite brushes and tubes of 
color? After a feAV minutes the only thing that made it 
interesting was the beauty of the girls, and that had 
already been captured in Mike’s pictures of last night. 

‘Listen,’ Frankie said, suddenly, ‘do we want to be the 
l^t people to arrive at this party? Are we just going to 
sit here - hey! Hold up there. Do you all think you’re 
sticking me Avith this check?’ 

‘Night and Day”? What the hell are they playing that 
old stuff for?’ Tinker asked Jordan. 

‘It’s the mood, lovey,’ Jordan said over her shoulder. 
‘You’ll get what they’re doing in a minute, just keep 
listening.’ 

‘I don’t like it,’ Tinker said in a flat voice. 

‘It’ll grow on you. Give it a chance.’ 

‘I can’t dance to this shit. It’s a fucking foxtrot.’ 
Jordan turned abruptly. Tinker Avas standing up, bare 
breasted, fists clenching and unclenching, a look of 
violent rage on her face. 

‘It’s just the party music, Tink, don’t let it bother 
you.’ 

‘Party music? Is that all this is, a party? God damn it 
to hell, don’t they realize this is a matter of life and 
death? How can they sulject us to this crap while we’re 
Availing to go on? Don’t any of you have the slightest 
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sensitivity? It’s a fucking insult! I’m going out to tell 
those bastards to shut the fiick up.’ 

‘No Tinker, no, I’ll do it. You stay here, you haven’t 
got any clothes on. April! Come over here, talk to 
Tinker, while I go tell Chicago to stop playing.’ 

‘Huh?’ 

‘Just do it! Come over here.. Listen,’ Jordan bent 
forward and whispered in April’s ear, ‘there’s some- 
thing wrong. Don’t let her get away from you, for God s 
sake'. Sit on her if you have to.’ 

‘Right.’ 

Jordan sped away, threading her way through the 
crowded beauty salon undl she found Lombardi laugh- 
ing with Claudia and Linda, both of them dressed in 
their first ball gowns, and, except for shoes, completely 
ready to go on the runway, 

‘Marco, there’s a problem with Tinker.’ 

'Dio, not again,’ he groaned. ‘What is it this time? 

‘I’m not sure but she’s not acting normally. She hates 
Chicago, it’s freaking her out. You’ve got to talk to her, 
she won’t pay any attention to me.’ 

‘Do you think I have nothing better to do right now 
than worry about her taste in music? Is this the time to 
bother me?’ 

‘Yes, if you want the show to go on.’ 

‘Excuse me, my beauties. I’ll be right back.’ Marco 
followed Jordan leisurely. 

‘So, Tinker, what’s the problem now?’ he asked as he 
arrived to find her slouched down in her chair, with 
April rubbing the back of her neck. ‘More complaints? 
Even at the last minute?’ 

‘ “The problem”?’ Tinker echoed. ‘There’s no 
problem, who said there was? I’m not going on to the 
sound of that incredible crap, but that’s not a problem, 
is it Marco? You’ve got someone else who can wear my 
clothes, don’t you? Let that short French cunt wear 





them, because I won’t submit to this foul excuse for 
music, and there’s no one who can force me to. 
AVhatever they think they’re playing, it’s not a tango.’ 

‘Tinker, you couldn’t possibly have expected them to 
play tangos,’ Marco said, turning white. T told you a 
hundred times, the tango lessons were only meant to 
give you an attitude, a feeling for your body, a way 
to hold yourself, a way to think about yoiuself - my God, 
how often did we talk about it?’ - 
‘I don’t remember,’ Tinker replied stubbornly. ‘I 
intend to tango, Marco, surely you understand?’ 

‘Tinker, we need to talk seriously,’ Marco said, forc- 
ing his most charming smile, his most persuasive voice. 
Come with me, cam, we’ll go to one of the treatment 
roo^ and find someplace quiet for a little chat.’ 

1 11 come with you,’ Jordan said. ‘I’m all dressed.’ 

No. She’ll be more reasonable with fewer people 
around. It’s too crowded in here, too much smoke, 
Aat s all. Believe me, I’ve coped with nervous models 
for years.’ 

Justine’s upstairs ... do you want to send for her? 
Or Frankie?’ ' 

It s not necessary, Jordan, I assure you. Remember 
I ve been working Adth Tinker every day for two weeks, 

I Imow her moods better than anyone.’ 

But this is more than a mood!’ Jordan insisted 
fiercely. 

I^oring her, Marco took Tinker by one hand, flung 
a big towel over her naked shoulders and led her away, 
out of the beauty salon, across the reception room and 
into the calm of the locker room that led to a series of 
luxurious, quiet marble rooms designed for various 
beauty treatments. Finally, inside the door of a massage 
room he stopped and sat down on the toweling-covered 
table. 

‘Here, isn’t this better?’ he asked, patting the 
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toweling invitingly. ‘There’s a big Jacuzzi next door, 
eight people can use it, but this is more relaxing, don’t 
you think, Tinker? Sit down, bella' 

‘Just for a minute,’ she said sullenly, hugging the 
towel around her. 

‘Ah, poor Tinker, I deeply apologize for the band. If 
only you’d been here last night and I’d discovered our 
misunderstanding. I’d have ordered them to change 
their sound, to play only tangos.’ 

‘It’s too late now. I won’t go on.’ 

‘But, Tinker, this is your big chance. And you walk 
beautifully now, I’ve seen you do it over and over. 
Tinker, remember, you and I know that you have the 
best dresses, that you’ll be the star of the show.’ 

‘I’m going to tango,’ she repeated. Marco looked at 
her carefully. She hadn’t listened to a word he’d said, 
this mule of a girl. If he could strangle her, he’d do so 
happily, but he needed her, she was essential. 

‘Of course Tinker,’ Marco said gently. ‘No problem. 
So - I don’t know about you, my little darling, but as 
for me, this is the moment that I have a sip of Goddess 
to quiet my nerves.’ 

‘Goddess? What’s Goddess?’ Tinker asked sullenly. 

‘A cocktail, something quite marvelous. Actually it 
was invented especially for runway models. No matter 
how high strung they arc, Goddess makes them feel 
wonderfu), calm and collected, at their very best. I find 
that in this business, even a designer needs a nip of 
Goddess before the collection. All the top girls take it, 
you know, they never go on without something to 
soothe their nerves,’ 

‘I’ve seen those pictures,’ Tinker mused, distracted 
from her anger. ‘A last puff of a cigarette and a glass 
of champagne — the supcrmodcl special. Do they drink 
Goddess too?’ 

‘Of course they do. But not when the photographers 



are looking at them. It’s a secret of the inner circle. 
Here, smell it’ Marco took a small flacon out of his 
pocket uncapped it and offered it to Tinker. She 
sniffed cautiously. 

‘It doesn’t smell like alcohol.’ 

‘There’s very little in it . . . it’s mostly herbs.’ He lifted 
the flacon to his lips and then stopped. ‘Forgive me. 
Tinker darling, what bad manners I have. I should have 
offered you some first Here, while we still have a 
peaceful moment to umvind, try it.’ 

‘Oh, I don’t know ... I drink that maybe a glass of 
champagne is a better idea.’ 

‘Nonsense . , . Goddess is better and it lasts longer. 
Champagne is only enough to give you the courage to 
step out on the rumvay, then you bum it up quickly. 
Goddess lasts through the whole collection, \sdth no 
hangover, because of the herbs. Here, let me give you 
a sip.’ 

‘Oh well, 1 guess so, if you really think I should.’ 
Tinker wet her tongue with the liquid. ‘It doesn’t have 
a taste, Marco. No taste and no smell. How bad can it 
he?’ 

‘I told you, bellissima, it’s good, very, very good, 
and calming. Now, allow me my litde nip, if you 
please.’ 

‘You don’t have to rvalk down a mnrvay in front of 
hundreds of people, Marco,’ Tinker said with a sudden, 
mischievous smile. “You don’t really need it. Anything 
called Goddess is obviously meant for women anyway.’ 
She lifted the flacon again and took several big gulps. 
‘There’s not much left,’ she giggled. 'Here, you can 
have it now.’ 

Marco took the almost empty flacon and slipped it in 
an inside pocket. ‘How do you feel? Better?’ 

‘Much better! Oh, ever so much more relaxed. It 
works so fast, it’s amazing. Why did you never tell me 
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about Goddess before, Marco? Were you saving it for 
someone else?’ 

‘Actually, I’ll tell you the truth, sweet Tinker, I was 
saving it for myself - you know how much this collection 
means to me - but I could see that you needed it more.’ 

‘You’re an angel, Marco! I’ll never forget what you’ve 
done for me!’ 

‘But Tinker, if you tell anyone about it, they’ll all want 
some Goddess, and there isn’t enough to make a 
difference. Promise me you won’t tell. Not anyone. You 
must promise me. Especially April and Jordan or they’ll 
accuse me of favoring you . . . they think that already, 
and this will make it worse, you understand that, don’t 
you?’ 

‘Of course I do. I won’t say a word. I’m the one who 
gets Goddess, not them. I’m the one who did all the 
work, aren’t I? Standing up all day, the tango lessons, 
never complaining about anything, inspiring you? 1 
deserve Goddess because I’m the best, aren’t I?’ 

‘You are, my darling, you are.’ He glanced at his 
watch. Goddess worked quickly. Tinker had responded 
beautifully. Her eyes were brilliant, and the consuming 
need for affection and attention that motivated some 
runway models to perform had expanded beyond what 
he had hoped. And, as he’d hoped, she’d forgotten her 
obsession with the tango. 

‘We still have a little time, Tinker, my beloved little 
girl. We don’t have to go back to that crowded dressing 
room for a while,’ Marco said caressingly. This was his 
last chance to be alone with her, his last opportunity to 
make her pay for the way she’d treated him, the way 
she’d kept him at a distance and played her filthy games 
with him. 

‘Ah, good ... I feel so happy - I’m floating - I feel 
as if I can do anything now. I’m not afraid of the 
runway.’ 


Af\£. 



‘Tinker, do you know the reason why some girls slow 
so much that they seem to explode in beauty out there 
on the runway, and others, equally beautiful, pass 
unnoticed, as if they didn’t count?’ 

‘Goddess?’ 

‘Not, Goddess alone, my love. Goddess helps, of 
course, but there’s something else too,’ 

‘Then I ^vant it, Marco!’ Tinker sat bolt upright, her 
eyes gleaming with insistence, her freckles showing 
clearly in her excitement. 

‘It takes two to create that glow, bellissima, it requires 
a man’s help.’ 

‘A makeup man?’ 

‘No, darling, not a makeup man, but a man who loves 
the model, a man who allows her, who permits her to 
take him in her mouth and satisfy him completely, 
before she goes on the rumvay. Nothing else can give 
a ^rl that special glow, nothing. It’s exactly like being 
in'love.’ 

I ve never heard that,’ Tinker said without any sign 
of surprise. ‘But then I’d never heard of Goddess either 
- . . there’s so much to learn, isn’t there, Marco?’ 

Shall I do that for you. Tinker? Shall I allow, shall I 
pepnit you to satisfy me so that you’ll have that extra 
wnning glow on top of Goddess?’ 

I don’t know ... is it the right thing to do, Marco?’ 

Of course it is, my darling. You’re the one I owe the 
' niost to. You deserve it. Here, put your hand here, feel 
me, yes, it’s big already, from being close to you, but 
you must keep both hands on me so you’ll feel it grow 
bigger. It’s all for you, mi amore, all for you, but you 
must take it only in your mouth, and only when I tell 
you, you tmderstand.’ 

‘Only in my mouth,’ Tinker whispered, ‘I under- 
stand.’ 

‘Kneel between my legs,’ he ordered, suddenly harsh 
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and avid with his own excitement. Too bad that she was 
willing, he thought, yet with that much Goddess in her 
he could hardly expect the thrill of resistance. But she 
was his abject slave at last and that had a flavor of its 
own. If he only had more time, the things he would 
make her submit to . . . ‘Kneel there, at my feet And 
now, lean over.’ Marco guided her bright head quickly 
down toward his heavy, straining penis. ‘Suck me and 
then drink me. Don't stop, not for a second, Tm almost 
ready now. Yes, that’s the way, but harder, you must 
suck harder, you must open your mouth wider, you 
must take it all, you must drink every drop, you must 
earn it, earn the glow.’ 
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‘There she is!’ April exclaimed. Unlcer glided rapidly 
toward them, the big towel wrapped around her head 
and falling to cover her breasts, her cheeks rosy', her 
smile blissful. 

‘Feel better, baby?’ Jordan asked anxiously. 

‘Piece of cake,’ Tinker answered, tvith a radiant 
look, taking her seat at the makeup counter. ‘What’s 
one more fashion show anyway? You just get yourself 
together and do it It’s another gig, that’s all. It’s a 
mental place you put yourself into.’ 

‘Is that what Marco explained?’ April asked, stunned 
by the change in Tinker. 

‘He made it all so simple.’ 

‘Will you let me do your face now, for God’s sake,’ a 
makeup artist asked nervously. ‘You realize you’re on 
first and I haven’t had a minute with you, damn it. Do 
you ^vant to hold up the show?’ 

‘I’m sorry, I’m really sorry,’ Tinker said sweetly. I 
must have been a bit nervous. I’m okay now. Do 
whatever you ^vant to do, I’m all yours.’ She closed her 
eyes and relaxed, the smile never leaving her face 
until he asked her to open her lips so that he could 
fill in her lip liner with color. He leaned closely toward 
her mouth and worked on it with sure, delicate 
strokes. ‘Somebody just got real lucky vdth this one, he 
muttered to himself as he smelled the sperm on her 

breath. . 

Soon Tinker was ready, her hair brushed out loosely 
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and naturally over her shoulders, dressed in the all- 
but-naked, coral chiffon ball gown. ‘I don’t know why 
I’m so cold, does everybody feel as cold as I do?’ she 
inquired mildly. 

‘It must be the yards and yards of fabric in that 
four-inch bodice,’ April answered. ‘Here, put your cape 
around you. Oh, Tinker, it’s like a feather! M^o would 
believe how light it is?’ 

‘I know,’ Tinker laughed, ‘isn’t it wonderful? Give me 
that towel again, will you please, Jordan? I don’t want 
to get the cape messed up. Oh! Have you seen your- 
selves? The two of you look so beautiful that I could 
cry. I wish I’d been here last night . . . are you doing 
the runway together?’ 

‘No, first Jordan in the brown and lilac and then me 
in the lilac gown and brown bolero. Marco wants the 
audience to immediately realize the importance of color 
in this collection. He says because Jordan’s black and 
I’m white, they’ll think we’re showing two entirely 
different dresses for just long enough to get the point. 
He’s a game player.’ 

‘Marco’s wonderful,’ Tinker breathed. ‘He made me 
feel so much calmer, yet I’m ready for anything . • • 
anything at all.’ 

‘How’d he get you to listen to reason?’ Jordan asked 
curiously. 

‘It’s so strange, Jordan, I don’t seem to really 
remember . . . he just made sense.’ Tinker knit her 
brows for a second and then, still smiling, gave up trying 
to catch the fleeting memory. 

'Girls! Girls!’ came Marco’s voice. ‘Everyone get in 
position. We start in three minutes. Up here, right at 
the entrance, behind the curtain, quick, quick, watch 
your feet, don’t step on any hems, shoes on everybody, 
cigarettes out, not another drop of champagne, in line, 
you know your order, come on girls!’ 



‘I have a feeling he means us,’ Jordan said nervously. 
‘Give me a kiss, Tinker. And you too, April, baby. Oh, 
good luck to all of usl What are they playing? It sounds 
so familiar, it’s on the tip of my tongue . . .’ 

‘ “Goody Goody,” again,’ April answered. ‘I guess it’s 
suitable.’ ' 

With an indifferent toss of her head. Tinker thrust 
her arms into the all-but-luminous flood of organza 
roses and led the \vay to the beginning of the line. She 
stood straight and light and beautiful beyond beautiful, 
looking at Marco as blankly as if she’d never seen him 
before. 

Lined up immediately behind Tinker, Jordan 
couldn’t stop herself from leaning slightly forward and 
peering through a tiny gap in the curtain. She gasped 
at the sight of the immense room packed wth glittering, 
expectant people, all of their eyes, eyes that had seen 
It all too many times, trained on the beginning of the 
runway, as ready for defeat or victory as any crowd at a 
bullfight 

Last night Jordan had become familiar with the 
circular runways, but she’d denied the potential 
presence of an -audience, even to herself. She forced 
her eyes away from the curtain ivith a quick prayer. Deep 
breathing, she thought. Deep breathing. Tinker still 
stood calmly, barely tapping her foot, smiling with a 
vague eagerness. 

As the exciting syncopated sound of Chicago blended 
into the soulful ballad, ‘Sophisticated Lady,’ Marco gave 
Tinker a slight push. ‘Go!’ he ordered. She turned to 
him with a bewildered lookl ‘But it’s not a tango,’ she 
murmured. 

‘This isn’t the moment to joke! Remember what I 
told you. Now go! You’re on!’ 

Tinker shrugged her shoulders wth a hint of resigna- 
tion, adjusted the cape to its best advantage, pulled 
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herself up high from her waist and moved smoothly and 
gracefully onto the wide runway. . 

Slow, slow, quick, quick slow, Tinker thought, block- 
ing out the rhythm of the orchestra. To the pounding, 
inescapable beat of the tango in her head she stalked 
forward, haughty, territorial, magnificent, her proudly 
angled head held high on elongated neck, her hands 
positioned to clasp a nonexistent partner. 

The room fell quiet, people fascinated by this original 
concept of presentation. Yes, it was excellent, the clever, 
sweet nostalgia of the unusual musical arrangements 
combined with the majesty of the classic dance posQ, 
unexpected, original, above all, original. A girl dancing 
a tango like a giant cat, ignoring the familiar foxtrot, 
yes, amusing, different, not seen before. Genial, quoi. 

A barrage of motor-driven flashbulbs went off from 
the photographers’ vantage point, illuminating the 
scene with continuous bolts of white light. Down 
the concentric circles of the runway Tinker continued 
in her swooping tango, never losing her poise, never 
faltering. 

Tinker had been instructed to stop as close to t e 
photographers as possible before she opened the cape 
and revealed her dress. As she reached the perfect spot 
she executed a carte, lifting her left arm high, her right 
arm pointing toward the runway, bending her left knee 
and sinking down on it, in the formal bow to signal the 
end of the dance. Then she straightened up, turned 
toward the photographers and let the cape slip off her 
shoulders, revealing the dress beneath,, turning slowly 
so that everyone could see it. Applause filled the room 
as she whirled faster and faster, her pale coral-red hair 
flying above the many flamenco fluted skirts of barely 
darker coral chiffon, in as dramatic a moment as even 
the jaded fashion media could ask for. 

Tinker lifted the cape from the runway and with a 


practiced gesture threw it into the air, where it seemed 
to hang for seconds. She tangoed back up the run- 
way to more applause and retrieved the cape, even as 
Chicago stvung into the fast beat of ‘Take the A Train.’ 
Tinker raised her arms and flung the cape back toward 
the photographers. She continued to dance tow-ard the 
mass of pale yellow flowers, picked up die cape and 
launched it up the rumvay with the same sweeping 
movement as before. She swiveled, and retrieved it once 
again. She reversed, utterly unable to break loose from 
die tyranny of the rhythm that had been imprinted in 
her brain. Just as she was about to raise her laden arms 
for the fourth time she slipped suddenly, in the middle 
of a step, sivayed dangerously, fell heavily to both knees 
and knelt on all fours during interminable seconds on 
e rumvay before she managed to rise, awkwardly and 
unsteadily to face the orchestra. 

God damn itT Tinker stood stock-still and screamed 
at Ae top of her voice. ‘Can’t you asshole mother- 
nickers play a tango, for Christ’s sake? What the hell is 
ivrong ivith you?’ 

Chicago played on while an entire roomful of people 
oze in their seats. Only Jacques Necker had the wit to 
move instantly. He jumped up from his table in the 
center of the room near the end of the runway, and 
eaptup three steps, moving swiftly toward Tinker where 
sne sull stood motionless, her hands on her hips, 
gl^ng at the musicians. 

‘^low me. Tinker, my dear,’ he said with a smile, 
ng the cape away from her. He clasped one arm 
“Shtly around her ivaist, and, with a cheerful salute to 
e photographers, he led her firmly back down the 
steps, across half the room, guiding her smoothly 
between the tables until he’d reached the exit that led 

to the reception room. 

April and Jordan immediately apoeared 
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runway, smiling brilliantly, arms linked in defiance of 
Marco’s orders, the attention of the crowd quickly 
diverted toward the startling pair swaying toward each 
other in their huge skirts and sparkling boleros. 

‘Stay here, Frankie!’ Justine commanded. Tm going 
after Tinker. We can’t make a group exit. That Cravate 
Rouge must have seen enough to. realize he doesnt 
dare, let her get away from him.’ 

Slipping deftly around the. edge of the room, behin 
the round tables, Justine managed to leave without 
attracting attention. The large reception room 
empty. On one side lay the beauty salon, jammed w 
models and dressers, on the other the locker room. 
Justine poked her head into the beauty salon. There 
was nothing in the disciplined hush, the unbroken 
backstage silence that lay over the assembled company* 
to indicate that Tinker was in there. She turned a\wy 
and walked quietly, unseen, toward the doorway to the 
locker room. 

‘Why did you stop me, Mr Necker?’ Justine hear 
Tinker’s voice ask plaintively. 

Justine froze, unable ^ to make the slightest move 
forward. Necker? 

‘I was doing so well, I just lost my balance for a 
second, that’s all,’ Tinker continued, ‘why did you make 
me leave the runway? People liked me, didn’t they? The 
Goddess was working fine, wasn’t it? I was doing so well, 
it’s not fair — ’ 

‘Goddess?’ 

‘The cocktail that Marco ... oh, I forgot, it’s a secret. 
But, why, tehy did you stop me?’ 

‘You were wearing yourself out showing the cape - 
I was worried about you, that’s all. But you were 
marvelous, Tinker, you were delightful, every minute, 
the press loved you, everybody loved you, you’re warmer 
nowfwth the cape around you, aren’t you? It's all right, 



Tinker, yes, cry, cry as much as you like, my poor girl, 
I understand, you’re disappointed, it’s been a long day 
but now everything’s going to be all right.’ 

T ^vant Jusdne,’ Tinker’s voice said on a rising sob. 
‘Oh, I tvant Justine!’ 


So do I, God help me. Tinker, so do I,’ Jacques 
Necker said, his voice stiff with pain. 

But I need Justine, Mr Necker, I want to see her.’ 

1 11 send for her as soon as I can. Tinker. But first 
you have to go back to the dressing room.’ 

Why can’t she come in here where it’s quiet?’ Tinker 
demanded childishly, still weeping. 

Please, Tinker, let me help you up,’ 

No! I don t want to, they’ll all laugh at me, I need 
Jusune.’ & ’ 


I know Tinker, I know. Please, stand up. Tinker, let 
uie take you back — ’ 

I m here. Tinker,’ Justine called, making herself walk 
tonrard on trembling legs. T’m here.’ 

Oh, Justine!’ Tinker sobbed. ‘Justine, hold me tight!’ 
Ji^tine sank down on the long bench on which 
imker and Necker were sitting and took the girl in her 
nns. Tinker gave herself over to a full-bloivn flood of 
Sdef weeping, burying her face in Justine’s 

^er the top of Tinker’s head Justine’s eyes met those 
of Jacques Necker Before he could turn his face away, 
she saw how Aey burned ivith naked longing, eyes that 
were so much like those she had faced iS eJery mirror 
for as long as she could remember 

J°Z “ 1,°"® *'■='= of them motionless 

on the bench m the locker room of the Ritz health 

rim ’ the silent, stiff figures of the 

“'>,?“8hter. W-hen Jmtine spoke, her voice tras 
unsteady, TOe same eyes, she thought, the same ex- 
presston, the same hairline, the same coloring, even 
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geometij' of his features . . . anyone vmo ssw''them 
together vrotild knovr ... 

‘I didn’t realize — I thought you vrere a Gradate 
Rouge,’ she said. ‘Thank you for acting so quickly.’ 

‘No. Nol Don’t thank me, I had no idea that she was 
so — as you see her,’ he said, looking down at Tinker. 
^Everything, even this poor giri, everything is my fsdt 
— the prize, the contest, eveiythingl I should never 
have tried to ... to force you to come to Paris, with 
the lure of the contesL It vras unfair, utterly unfair and 
unfor^ahle, but vfhen you returned all my letters 
unopened I lost my sense of vdiat Vj-as v.Tong, I v<as ready 
to do anything, I A^ld to see you, face-to-face, or it 
seemed that my life wouldn’t be vrorth living.’ 

‘\Vhyr V/hydid you need to see me now, afteraU these 
y'ears?’ Justine kept her eyes unreadable, her voice 
uninfiected. She tried, and feiled, to forget the vrords 
she’d overheard him say to linker only motnents 
before, v/ords of such raw yearning and hurt that they’d 
made her heart break in spite of herself. 

‘‘YouWe my child. I didn’t knov/ you existed . . . but 
once I knevr . . .’ 

‘^'>Tiere were you when I v/zs bom?’ She had to ask 
him, she owed this much, at least, to her mother, no 
matter v/hat Arden had said. 

"As far away' from your mother as I could get. I was a 
foul cowiard. Faithless, gutless. I have no excuses for 
myself, for the young man I was.' None are possible. 
None are admissible. That history can’t be changed.'" 

"Yet you v, an ted to see me. Why? To tell me what 1 
knerw already?'' 

"I hoped - . 

"You hoped?" 

‘I knovr, I have no right to hope for anything. Yet- 
I admit I hoped, stupid as it was, as little as I deserved 
it, 7 was human enough to hope - I hoped that there 


might somehow exist a chance to kno%v you, to find out 
if you were happy, to make some kind of contact — ’ 
Necker shook his head helplessly at his inability to 
find the right words. ‘I wanted to give you . . . what 
could I give you? To give you anything, to make you 
happy if you weren’t happy, to know . . . just to know 
you, one human being to another, to learn the story of 
your life, to ask if you distrusted men because of me, 
to tell you that most men aren’t as rotten as I tvas, to 
say that you shouldn’t Judge them by me, to — ’ 

‘To play the father,’ Justine said slo^vly. 

‘Yes! Exacdy! To play the father. It was a foolish idea 
but I have iu I admit it, to play the father, to have a 
daughter, to be a father to my daughter - you can't 
imagine how I \vant it, how I cling to it, how I dream 
of it . . . even now. Yet I’ve understood at last. I’ve come 
to my senses. If you don’t want to have anything to do 
with me, Justine, it’s your decision entirely, and I’ll 
accept it I won’t bother you again.’ 

‘Is it still up to me?’ 

‘Do you doubt it?’ 

‘No, I don’t doubt.it . . . but . . . it’s too late.’ 

‘1 don’t understand.’ 

‘I want ... I want to play the daughter,’ Justine smd 
in an almost inaudible voice. ‘Don’t ask why. I just do.’ 

‘Justine — ’ 

‘I smd not to ask why,’ Justine said, scowling fiercely 
to keep her tears from falling. 

‘I won’t,’ Necker said, keeping himself in check with 
all his forces. ‘Not a word. But the collection will be 
over in a few minutes, and I’ve got to make the 
announcement about who tvill be the Lombardi drl ’ 

•You? Not Marco?’ ® ' 

‘Never Marco,’ Necker smd, scomfuHv 

‘Well?’ 

‘Jordan and April. Both of them. Okay with you?’ 
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‘Same fees for each?’ Justine laughed. 

‘Obviously.’ 

‘You’ll make history.’ 

‘No, they’re the ones who will make history.’ 

‘Poor Tinker.’ Justine looked down at the now sleep- 
ing girl. ‘I heard what she said about Goddess - that 
criminal gave her some drug, it’s the only explanation. 
But she was never meant to do runway. I blame myself 
for letting her come to Paris ... I know I couldn’t have 
stopped her, but I should have been here to watch over 
her — I was afraid of you — ’ 

‘Stop that, Justine, stop it right away,’ Necker ordered 
firmly. ‘You can’t rewrite that script. Now, you sit here 
with Tinker, I’ll send Frankie to help you, make the 
announcement and come back as soon as I can. Under- 
stood?’ 

‘Bossy, aren’t you?’ Justine challenged him. 

‘Can you figure out a better way to do it?’ 

‘Well, actually . . . no.’ 

‘So?’ 

‘I didn’t say bossy was bad, I merely said you were 
bossy. Honestly, Jacques, or whatever you want me to, 
call you, haven’t you got something else to do than 
stand here arguing? Listen, they’re applauding, the 
bride must have come down the runway, now they’re 
cheering, it’s an ovation - for goodness sakes - hunyf 
Jacques Necker stood up, sweeping Justine into his 
arms in a huge hug, tears streaming down his face. ‘So 
you think I’m bossy, do you, my daughter? Well then, 
call me Papa, For once in our lives I want to have the 
last word with you. It may never happen again,’ 
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Good morning. Monsieur Lombardi! What a triumph!’ 
Necker’s secretary gushed in excitement at speaking to 
the hero of the hour. ‘Monsieur Necker will see you 
right arvay, as soon as he gets off the phone. May I offer 
my congratulations on your great achievement! This 
morning all Paris is talWng about nothing but your 
collection — it’s sublime!’ 

Thank you, Madame, but the week of the spring 
collections is just starting,’ Marco said modestly. ‘Who 
Imows how the editors rvill rave about other designers? 

1 m just happy that they liked what I showed them.’ 

‘liked? TTiey adored it! The front page of every 
newspaper in Paris! And how wise of you to choose both 
Siris . . . I thought it .was impossible to pick which one 
^vas the most beautiful.’ 

, So did I. Although there is much that is more 
Iniportant in a woman than mere beauty, wouldn’t you 
say?’ Marco asked her, automatically turning on his 
charm for any woman who might someday prove useful. 

What the devil was taking Necker so long, he 
wondered. He’d been requested to come to Necker s 
office before lunch, in spite, of the fact that yesterday 
seemed to have lasted forty-eight hours, and now he was 
being kept waiting for a mere phone call. 

Probably Necker was hawng a last-minute corisulta- 
tion with his lawyers before beginning the renegotiation 
of his contract, Marco told himself. Obviously Necker 
understood that to keep him happy after last night’s 
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numph, a triumph that rivaled Saint-Laurent’s fint 
CO ection, he must be given a piece of the business. An 
<iesigner was the last thing Necker would want, 
e would be a most unhappy, most unproductive 
esigner unless a highly satisfactory piece of the house 
o ombardi belonged to him. A percentage of the 
re^y-to-wear line, the accessories, the licensing, the 
perfume ... he was a rich man at last. Eveiything he’d 
been working toward lay within his grasp. But he’d been 
wrong not to have brought a lawyer with him. Even Coco 
Ch^el had never made more than a ten percent royalty 
on her No, 5’ although she’d fought the Wertheimer 
arm y.for it her life. He’d sign nothing today, he’d 
o out until he was certain he was netting the most 

lucrative deal possible. 

Please go in. Monsieur Lombardi. I’m so sony you 
had to wait.’ 

Jacques Necker was standing up, behind his desk, as 
arco, repressing his grin of anticipation, advanced 
sh^e l^^d outstretched for the usual hand- 


I will not touch the hand of a man who drugs a model 
he^ already ovenvorlted into a smte of frenay.’ 

What are you talking about?’ 

His words came across the desk 
with the force of an experdy thrown knife. ‘I knowwiiat 
you ^ve Tmker. I know why she acted the tvay she 
did. -nns mommg, Miss Loring and I investigated the 
enure episode. We qnesUoned the other models, we 
quesuoned the makeup man who was the last person 
close to her after you took her into a private room. We 
know what you made her do, how yon took sickening 
advantage of that helpless, drugged giri who trusted 
you. You deserve to go to prison for that/ 





'The girl’s quite out of her mind,’ Marco replied, 
springing into indignation without a quiver of hesi- 
tation. ‘You must be equally mad to listen to a raving 
neurotic with no talent She’d make up anything, 
anything at all, to excuse herself. Her first day in Paris 
that litde tramp had already picked up a boyfriend, 
some American, ask anyone, Necker, they all know 
about him, but her real fantasy has always been about 
me. I had nothing to do vnth her except professionally, 
no one in my entourage ever saw anything wrong - a 
ra eup man, no, please, don’t make me laugh. I see 
w at you re trying to do, Necker. This is only an excuse 
not to give me a fair piece of the profits. It won’t work, 
ow Aat I’m worth a fortune to you, I know my 
ottom line, and I know it’s all that matters.’ 

our bottom line, profitable though it ■will be, is no 
ongw my concern, Lombardi. We’re not in business 
ngemer anymore, so don’t •waste your time lying to me. 

on ave a new employer now, try to convince her.’ 

A new — ^?’ 

i ve sold your services. I found a buyer for your 
contract with one phone call to my old friend, Mrs 
caches Wilcox. I •warned her about you, of course, in 
detail’ but she Scdd she’s perfectly aware of 
me kind of man you are. She’s often told me that she 
'vanted to o^wn a couture house and she has more than 
enough money to finance one. She also acquired the 
contracts of Jordan Dancer and April Nyquist, so you 
can do nothing to change their positions. From now 
on, Lombardi, Mrs Wilcox is your only boss. Your future 
is entirely up to her. You’d better do your best to please 
her in all things, even in her smallest ■whims. Mrs Wilcox 
has always erijoyed the exercise of power. She 11 be a 
tnost exacting employer.’ 

‘Nol 1 refuse!’ 

‘As you choose. It makes absolutely no difference 
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• X 1s 

me. Mrs Wilcox now a lock on j, 

designer. She alone can decide price 

to produce your next collecuon. o 
of a yard of fabric^_ do^ to the , 


ot a yarn ot ^ 

last dress, your working freedom _ ^ talent for 

believe you’ll find she has a vast, least 

domination. In effect, she owns you, 
as a designer. If you refuse to wor couture 

prohibited by law from working o jjjsts. If)'®'' 

house for five years. Still slavery no ong ^vork 

prefer, you can always go into any o expects 

Pimping would suit your talents. Mrs v 
you for lunch in her suite in half an hon • ^ 
hurry, she doesn’t like to be kept waiung. 


‘Frankie, where were our brains?’ Ji^tine ^ 
ate lunch together in their suite. Shpu n ^ a 
expected that there ’d be this much publicity- ^ 
stack of requests for interviews with the girls 
near every place on earth but the former i^gfSj 
and that’s probably on its way. CNN, Barbara 
Diane Sawyer, the BBC, Canal Plus, Tele Luxem 
— you name it, and they all want it today or tonio ^ 
All the big magazines want cover stories, the m 
newspapers want Sunday magazine stories, and ^^ 
the fashion press ... !’ She threw up her hands. D® 
even ask.’ 

‘Ajid Maude and Mike have scooped them alU I b® 
Maxi’ll rush out a special issue of Zing.' Frankie gloated 
gleeful and proud. ‘It’s become a bigger story than J 
they’d won Oscars - maybe because there are tW' 
of them, Uvin Cinderellas, black and white, unknovvi 
until yesterday, both making all that money and botl 
guaranteed to be public faces for years. The public’ 
panting to know all about them. Your old dad certainl 
made the right decision. 


Don’t you adore him! And, all else aside, is he or is 
he not the best-looldng thing you’ve ever seen?’ 

Worship, Revere. Venerate - adore’s too small a 

word. But, for his age, Mike’s the best-looldng thing I’ve 
ever seen.’ 

Thanh for not telling me what an idiot I was.’ 

t find words strong enough. But I’m working 
on It’ 

Oh, Frankie, what are we going to do? We need 
^ estPR experts, we need ad'dce and we’ve got to 
ack to Loring Management, the business will 
^cll 'vith both of us away. I’m totally con- 

] suppose I could go back,’ Frankie volunteered with 
'^nv. ^ sincerity or even a trace of integrity. 

M'V ' you’re prepared to miss all the fun, leaving 
* f ^ull here, taking a whole new set of pictures of 
Pnl and Jordan together . . . tell me another.’ 
tou could go back,’ Franlde suggested sweetly. 

.^d leave my father? No. wayl’ . , . 

s all go back together,’ Frankie said, in a sudden 
of inspiration. ‘I’m sure your father would com 
us. We’d wmt and do the PR in New 
^fully. Remember that Just because the m _ 
akmg all these demands doesn’t mean we ^ -VK^e 
? dvem. Let’s play hard to get, pick mi ^ , doing 

ou t want to wear out April and Jor Q^-tant it is-. 

an absolute hitch no matter how i F can do 
Remember, Mike’s pictures take P”°”%^nted to mee 
worn in New York. Your father said 
Aidcn as soon as possible, np excite 

.You’re a genius'.’ Justine Jut]^ nhone -aiiendy- 

^ei’s get or^ized. Start vn ?raoUic Tlie 

‘Justine, grab hold 011’°“ rr except 1°' 

•Tlicre’snSDodywchavc totc^ 

concierge can worrji ^ 


‘Okay. 



been living in a luxury hotel for too tag, 

"t’to get out of here. Enough is enough.’ 

"Pining for Brookl}!!, are you? 

‘Pining for real life.’ _ , anxiou# 

‘But what about Tinher?’ going to dc 

‘My God, I’d forgotten . . - and mate 

Stay here %vith Tom or come back t , said 

a fortune doing ads? - the latest fax f York 

ever)' ad agency and fashion magazin 

u-anted her.’ , . herself 

‘Tinker’s going to have to make that h’s 

I can’t begin to advise her on her love 
definitely not my field of expertise. 

That evening, at dusk, Jordan sat alone at a qui 
in the Ritz Bar, too preoccupied to notice 
everyone in the amherdit room had reco^i^e 
was glancing in her direction with curiosity an 
tion — politely concealed, but still inescapable- 
She was early for her appointment Jordan 
touched her lips to a glass of v/hite wne, min 5 
fiercely that the only true humiliation would lie in 



she d regret this decision for years, she told herse > 
tilting her chin resolutely, but if she didn’t speak out 
lifelong regret v/as not a probability but a certainty- 
Humiliation couldn’t kill her, could it? 

‘Pm not late, am f?’ Jaorjues Necker asked, sitting 
down beside her. 

J ly-’ She turned to look at him and the 
e lightened the hearts of the people 


»n why you wanted to see me 



Ae bridcTp u eyebrows raised in wonder and 
lifted alfh ° twitched delightfully as they 

seriously remained pressed together 

NoT^onrtorri^^’ listen to it. 

WTjafp , '. there s nothing to thank me for. 

black or--^°^ think, I didn’t choose you because you’re 

the didn t, Jacques. I won fair and square, 

3part ^ ^ April. We’re much better together than 
Us rniu.^ • tnore interesting by light years, but each of 
.jOjtld have done the job by hLelf.’ 

<T.i ^'^^tyone kno%vs that, but then . . . ?’ 

‘jj did I want to see you alone?’ 

Npt., ®^y good-bye, since we’re all going to 

^ewYork together tomorrow, so what—’ 

^ need your advice,’ Jordan said gravely. ‘I 
„ never have asked for it if you and Justine hadn’t 
to *^°gother at lasL You weren’t in a fit condition 
da advise me until you’d found your 

ng ter and she’d found you, but now . . .’ her 
^ ermination faltered and her words dried up. 

Jordan, there isn’t anything you can’t ask me, don’t 
you know that by now?’ 

Necker bent toward her, thinking that no matter how 
eautiful she’d seemed to him before, the look on her 
_ a look of blinding courage blended with intense 
timidity, touched his heart more deeply than any smile 
of hers ever had. 

Jordan! We’ve had so many long tall^ together, in 
just two weeks we’ve discussed so many things I ve never 
spoken of to anyone, don’t you realize that you’ve 
become my friend? My only friend, ^ a matter of fact, 

I’ve never had time for friends, male or female. Come 
on, think how I always feed you,’ Necker said,^ 
ease the terrible emotional tension h 
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that enough to make you confide in me? Have you been 
hiding some sort of trouble because I was so upset about 
Justine? You should have told me, you shouldn’t keep 
things from me, not for any reason.’ 

‘It’s not ... a trouble exacdy, but a problem.’ 

‘A problem with a man?’ he asked, his face hardening. 

‘Yes, with a man. A man old enough to be my faAer.’ 

'What's he done to you? If he’s done anything, he won’t 
get away with it!’ 

‘Jacques, lower your voice, people can hear you,’ 
Jordan protested. 

‘I don’t give a damn, not if some old bastard has hurt 
you.’ 

‘He’s not old, he’s not a bastard, he hasn’t hurt me, 
not yet, anyway, but possibly, quite possibly he will . . .’ 
She grew mute again, her courage faltering. 

‘For heaven’s sake, Jordan, you’re driving me crazy 
with all this mystery. Just say it!’ 

Her eyes looked intently into the glass of wine, and 
her hands gripped the stem of the glass, ‘I’ve fallen in 
love with you.’ 

Jordan spoke in a level, emotionless tone she’d been 
practicing for days, trying to say the words every way but 
backward, so that she wouldn’t shame. herself or alarm 
him. 

That’s not possible,’ Necker said after an empty, 
echoing minute, in a voice squeezed dry of expression. 

Would I say such a thing if I weren’t sure?’ Jordan 
asked, determined to continue to sound reasonable. 

Believe me, it wasn’t my intention, but there wasn’t 
much I could do about it. I had to tell you before we 
left for New York. Once the PR starts, I won’t have a 
minute to be alone with you.’ 

, ,..JYou can not be in love with me,’ he said, sounding 
of his right to pronounce the words as if he were 
handing down a sentence. 
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I d tried to kiss you in the context of the contest, when 
I was the one to decide the winner?’ 

‘So you were thinking about it, at least?’ 

All the time. Even when I was talking about what a shit 
w^, was thinking, in the back of my mind, about 
issing you, which makes it worse! Don’t you see that? 
5^es, I wanted to talk about Justine, but I wanted to talk 
thh^ and about you, and, oh about every- 

shameless of you,’ Jordan said, smiling for the 
me. How imprudent. But now the contest’s over, 
w you re not even a shit, except retroactively.’ 

it waT'b^ore^* ^ ^^^possible, just as impossible now as 

impossible - if I entrance you?’ she 
asked with a proud lift of her superb little head. 

fiffv flir ^i^rist, Jordan, don’t you realize I’m 

onTvJf^’ Twenty-two. That’s thirty- 

we than I am — thirty-one reasons why 

we can t be in love.’ 

;b there some law that says so?’ , 

a Necker answered fiercely, pound- 

f 'he rnble, ’It wouJn!: work 


ing 


out Tr,r-;jo„ ^ tt wouldn’t work 

the’be^unin^^J^^!^^^^ delicious it could be in 
fantasiS too you ^ haven^’t had these same 

coming back to reSlt^r? together ... but I keep 

too lone. Yon r ”^tich separates us. I’ve lived 

between ‘us would grow more Ld^m^ gulf of experience 
the initial thrill w£ got^/ ^ important once 

the future,’ she^safd^hak' seeing into 

she could love someone such^a^^"^ wonder that 
of mind. ‘And to have surh unromanbc turn 

if the initial thrill erew u„.. ^?^®™^^^^wewofit. What 
narrowed? That’s been knot^To happ^.^' ‘'"'h'' P"'' 



UV ^ to be realistic. One of us has to be! 

the ‘^^fferent expectaUons of life. I’ve lived 

I’m In ^ years of mine. I’m set in my ways, 

erou-n a confirmed hermit, for God’s sake! I’ve 

mv rrtt being essentially alone ivith my business, 

but T\ interests. It’s not a wide existence 

you’re in Jl" God, Jordan, 

World ■ ^p^oing a wonderful adventure, the whole 
hnw K-^ up for you, there isn’t any way to know' 

lilke m° 'vould you want to settle for a 

^ ^ know, now that you’ve told me what a 
do T n^ creep you are, but unfortunately I still 

j, ' ^ something,’ Jordan asked, curling the 

of f ^*P^ provokingly, ‘this litde hermit’s life 

VO S°^ug to seem so safe and cozy when 

u ream about what you might have had with me?’ 

ould being with me be exciting and fulfilling 
?ough for you, when you’d realize what you’d missed, 
' St you’d thrown away?’ 

You didn’t answer my question.’ 

Jordan, I simply don’t have the right to you. I can’t 
ui^e love to you unless I marry you.’ 

Have I said anything about marria^' she pounced, 
hiriously. ‘Did I propose to you without realizing it, did 
they just declare a new leap year?’ 

‘Do you think I’d let you be involved with me without 
wiarriage? Do you think I’d ever allow myself to look 
like one of those rich old men who buys himself a 
beautiful young mistress? And how could I dream of 
putting you in the position of looking like a girl who 
plotted successfully to marry money?’ 

‘Now you’re thinking like Peaches Wilcox! You make 
me sick! This is you, Jacques, and me, Jordan, not two 
people your society friends gossip about at lunch.’ 

‘But they would, ferociously. You’d never, never be 
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free of the gossip, the envy, the peeking around comers 
^ '^ore still happy. You’d always be suspect, 

you d be considered a successful gold digger, there isn’t 
a hostess in this city who’d trust you.’ 

on t you really mean that there isn ’t a hostess who’d 
invite me?’ 

11 contrary. You’d be a wild social success, for 

ate wrong reasons — curiosity, malice, a constant 
an^ge of inspection as to whether you were doing it 
nght or doing it wrong.’ 

I ve been dealing with that all my life, or have you 
^ handle it. Only the surroundings would 
e 1 erent, and the manners. And somehow, I think, 
manage to find a real friend here and there. I didn’t 
grow up an Army brat for nothing.’ 

Nectersaid, 'But ' 

‘What about them?’ 

You’d want children, wouldn’t you?’ 

a few ^ 

what kind of Jife would they have?’ 

Unless" . ol cou 4 ®''’" 

jyjjg » * • • unless you’d hate to have 

‘How do I know? Mv onJv i. i. 
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until yesteniay.’ ” ^ ^ in the flesh 
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I found that I was slipping into my usual, airborne 
reverie of where-and-whither almost as soon as we took 
off for New York in GN’s 727 private jet. 

Could it really be only a litde more than two weeks 
since we’d left New York for the Lombardi spring 
collection? I actually had to count from one date to 
another on my fingers, just to make sure, because that 
trip, so much of which had been interrupted by Maude 
Callender’s interrogation on the habits of models, 
seemed to have taken place an eon ago. In another 
world. On another level of existence. 

Looked at from one point of view, the last two weeks 
had been like an extended, real-life episode of the 
‘Love Boat.’ I’ve watched a few cable reruns of that 
show, when I needed to choose between mindless 
entertainment or brooding myself to death. At the 
beginning of the hour a whole bunch of strangers 
meet, and by the end of the show, they’ve all paired 
off. I g^ess life no longer imitates art, but TV, ex- 
cept that our version hasn’t worked out as neatly as I 
remember it. 

Did people on the ‘Love Boat’ ever get off at a port 
and never get back on? That’s what’s happened to 
Tinker. She came to the hotel yesterday afternoon and 
informed Justine and me that she would be staying on 
in Paris, Maybe, just maybe, drug-induced freak-outs are 
good for some people, the way electroshock therapy has 
come back intp^^.^ , or clinical depression, but the 
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experience with Goddess had left Tinker feeling, in her 
o'vn words, ‘bom yesterday.’ 

Looking happier and more relaxed than we’d ever 
seen her, Tinker told ns that she wasn’t sure if she’d 
ever model again, but that if she did, it wouldn’t be in 
any continuation of her search for identity, but solely 
for the bucks. 

I m over the proving-wha-I-am-by-winning thing,’ she 
said. The beauty contests, the contest for my mother’s 
affection, the mmvay walk contest, the contest for 
Marco’s attention, the contest for the Lombardi con- 
tract and, God kno^vs, any kind of dance contest I know 
you two probably think I’m just saying that to put up a 
good front, because I didn’t \vin, but you’ve got to 
believe me, something snapped — not just my mind — 
last night, and I felt a load of gigantic pressure just blow 
away, pressure I hadn’t even realized I Avas under. Maybe 
falling on my face in public was exactly what it took.’ 

‘Then what are you going to do with yourself?’ Justine 

asked her. 

Tm going to stay here, get myself a studio apartment, 
or even live in some litde hotel if I can’t find anything 
else. I’m in love wth Tom but living tvith him . . . no, 
that’s over for now. I fell into it much too quickly 
because I needed him. I adore Tom but I’m not ready 
to get into a whole domestic -thing, and now that the 
spring collection’s over, that’s what it would turn into. 
I didn’t come to Paris to play house and sit around 
watching him paint, and I don’t believe he’d really want 
me to . . . he’s into a different trip. Another thing, 
maybe you haven’t noticed, but he can be awfully 
possessive. Possibly that’s going to work out, possibly 
not, but right'now I’m giving myself time to simply find 
out what 7 need, as opposed to what other people expect 
of me. Even Tom, or especially Tom' 

Under Tinker’s bright glance there was a resoh'^ 
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that had a density rare in an eighteen-year-old. 'I 
have that hundred thousand dollars, minus your com- 
mission, from doing the show - or rather from hot 
doing it — and the way I plan to live, it should last a 
long time . . . years and years if I want it to. I’m going 
to read and go to galleries and walk all over Paris and 
maybe learn French . . . oh, there’s so much I don’t 
know! Damn-near everything. I can’t wait to find out 
who I am when my looks don’t matter to anyone, even 
to me,’ 


Justine and I exchanged glances, deciding in ah 
instant, that it would be plain and simply wrong to tell 
Tinker about the enormous clamor there was for her 
back in New York. 

Remember, Tinker,’ Justine contented herself with 
saying, if you get restless or bored or need money, you 
can always pick up a phone and call me collect and I H 
get you a job right here. You don’t have to make any 
final decision about working for a long time. You’re still 
so young. Who knows, maybe you’ll want to go to 
col^ge, you’ve got a million options.’ 

That s exactly whyl’m going to do nothing,’ Tinker 
said with the smile that had sent both of us reeling 
around the bend with excitement about her potendal. 
c ^*^^t^oment it suddenly occurred to me that her 
face had lost its chameleon quality. It no longer was the 

sL-rieft NewyorT' 

Tink^ Osborn was, she was definitely sonte- 
body mth a mmd of her own, a mind that would be 
mteresung to watch as it developed 

So we'd lost Tinker at least for now, but we'd 
kept Apnl I thought. She'd left New York an under- 
appreciated Minnesota ice-princess and now she was 
returning in triumph, boasting die freshest most 
Origin^!,.,,, .injhe world of modeling, a look that 



makes the other blonds - even Elle and Claudia and 

en - who still cling to dieir long manes, look like 
ated versions of each other. Sure, men will always 
go or surre^istically big and prodigiously beautiful 
onds, clonelike, glorious Amazons, %vith hair growing 
o\m to the crack of the ass, but April tvill intrigue and 
asanate all the sexes tvith the element of wildness she’d 
^Ppedinto. 

1 in willing to bet that April has a lot more meta- 
morphosing to do, that this is only the first new version 
P April Nyquist, that there’ll be change after change 
in the face and attitude and version of sexuality she’ll 
present to the world. Somehow she’ll escape the frozen 
otishism of the camera yet, because of the relentless 
0 assicism of her features, there’s no %vay she can fuck 
Up or be fucked up. How do I know? I don’t know — as 
some great mind once summed up Hollywood, ‘nobody 
'no\vs anything’ - but looking at her, I get a strong 
celing about her future, and I’ve learned to trust my 
^'Gclings more than my more logical thought processes., 
Remember when I thought that I couldn’t stand Mike? 

I didn’t have to lean on my judgment when it 
i^^e to April’s future wth Maude. April was deeply 
in a giggly, whispered exchange with a dark- 
kaired French beauty, a startlingly sultry litde piece 
named Kitten, whom April had managed to pick up 
Somewhere, somehow, after the Lombardi show. She’d 
simply brought her along to hitch a ride to New York, 
ivhere Kitten had an appointment to meet Katie Ford, 
and nobody’d asked any questions. Maude ^vas sitting 
alone, as far a'ivay from them as possible, working 
steadily on her laptop. Personally I’d rather have flowu 
commercial than punish myself that way. I felt truly sorry 
for her, but of course it was bound to happen. Sdll and 
all — so soon? 

I looked around the interior of the jet with unjaded 
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wonder. I’d never imagined that somewhere there had 
to be someone who understood how to design aircraft 
seating. Our various lush swivel chairs were a com- 
bination of love seat and Barcalounger that gave 
comfort a new meaning, I was having such a delicious 
time with my thoughts that I had to fight to keep myself 
from drifting off, as Jordan had done, falling instantly 
asleep as the jet left the airport. I wasn’t surprised, not 
after last night, 

Jordan had been quiet as we all packed after a final 
dinner at the Relais Pla^, where we’d amused our- 
selves by the sight of Peaches Wilcox, brilliant, beyond- 
bejeweled and looking as bloomingly rejuvenated as a 
vampire after a particularly tasty feast. Last night she’d 
reigned over three large tables of her guests, the cream 
of the small clan of American socialites who are rich 


enough to order from the couture. Marco, whose new 
affiliation had been fully explained to Justine by her 
father, glued himself to her side all through the meal, 
attentive, adoring, hanging on every word she said; the 
only thing missing were his leg irons and handcuffs, 
which, I assumed, had been left in her suite. 

Peaches’ taste in men goes way beyond kinky, if you 
ask me, but if it makes Marco’s life a misery, why not? 

I haven t forgotten what a malicious snake she was, to 


nie about Mike, but now that her venom will be 
channeled toward Marco, I can afford to feel mellow 
about It. There’s a couple I feel will be around for a 
It, ^nu eaches tires of him. He’d better not lose any 
of that Renaissance hair, he’d better not get fat, he’d 
better not have an uncharming minute or an un- 
successful collection. Most of all, because of what I 
suspect about our Peaches, he’d better be ready to get 
It up - and keep it up - at a .mun u ^ . 

who could flex that parocular muscle on command 


But back to Jordan. She failed to join in our conversa- 
tion during dinner, she seemed to be sleep\valking and 
liaydrearaing simultaneously, polished by silence, and I 
had the feeling tltat she \vzs immensely sad to be leaving 
Paris where her life had taken such a new direction. 
She and April tvould be back soon, of course, for the 
Lombardi ready-to-wear collection in March, but no 
show would ever equal the drama she’d just gone 
through. 

Since Jordan was exactly Tinker’s height, and their 
measurements were the same, she’d had to show all of 
Tinker’s outfits as well as her own, I sensed such a deep 
'weariness in her that I dropped in, uninvited, to help 
her pack since of all of us, she was the only one who’d 
Bought so many antiques that she’d had to send a 
Bellman to buy her an extra suitcase at the last minute. 

‘Promise me you’ll go to bed early,’ I asked her. ‘You 
seem desperate for a decent night’s sleep. Your eyes 
look feverish to me.’ 

‘Okay, Mom,’ she agreed, ‘but I’m really not tired, 
my mind’s racing - I bet I’ll be up all night.’ I made 
sure she %vas in her nightgo^vn and ready for bed before 
I left her. I even tried to talk her into drinking a glass 
of warm milk, but Jordan balked at that, pushing me 
out of her room before I could tuck her into bed. Then 
Justine came back from dinner with her father and the 
two of us drifted off to our rooms and setded down for 
the night, worn out by too many decisions, too many 
emotions, too much excitement. 

A few hours later, when I was deeply asleep, just at 
that moment when the mind and body are finally totally 
at rest, I aroused by a combination of pounding 
on the door and ringing of the doorbell. I didn’t 
remember where I was for a disoriented minute and 
’ then my first thought was that the hotel must be on fire. 

I flew into my bathrobe, and opened the door the 
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smallest possible crack, expecting to see the corridor 
filled with smoke. Instead, , at eye level, I saw Jordan’s 
gorgeous bare legs kicking to get free, trapped by an 
arm covered in a man’s jacket. 

the fuckl’ I gasped, opening, the door wide and 
gaping at Jacques Necker, holding Jordan struggling in 
his arms. ‘Let me go, you oafi’ she cried, hitting him 
wA her fists. ‘Put me down!’ 

I needed witnesses,’ Necker said to me, canying 
Jordan into the sitting room like a blond King Kong, 
sounding as if he were, making a perfectly normal 
request. Justine staggered through the doorway. 

Papa? What are you doing here?’ she asked groggily 
Jor an fought harder and harder to get free of his 
unrelenting grasp, muttering curses. 

Two witnesses, excellent. That makes it official. 
Jord^ and I are getting married.’ 

onsieur Necker,’ I said soothingly, drawing on all 
dealing with wigged-out, complain- 
vfrv ^o^ng, should-be-committed models, ‘that’s 
^resting, very, very interesting news. It’s nice, 

wouldn't you be more 
r/ery vpr« c/ ^ down and told us about it slowly, 

nSe if ^ 

give her a sweater so I could 

now you wouldn’t ^ freezing, she’s shaking, 

Mr Necker?’ catch cold, would you, 

1 I, . » 


out, ‘not ^diot^ Jordan managed to croak 

what’s been going on he^ ^ happened, 

looked intently back and sake?’ Justine 


hell, I don’t know, itjust feels right!’ Justine cried finally, 
flinging her arms around both of them, kissing them at 
l^dom all over their faces like an overexcited dog. 
Papa, you have incredible taste! Jordan, you’ll make 
him so happy. Damn, I Avish I’d been here to ^^atch this 
"hole thing developing between you nvo.’ 

_ If you’d been here,’ Jordan said, suddenly serious, 
^would never have happened, not in a million years, 
fhank you for not coming sooner, Justine.’ 

Were all three of them insane? Nccker loosened his 
hold on Jordan so he could include Justine in his hug. 

stood, looking at the happy group, trying to make 
sense out of this loony scene. Necker and Jordan? For 
real? He glanced at me, and read my mind. 

Jordan incapacitated me for any normal life, 
rankie,’ he explained with a great big, astonishingly 
sweet smile. Well! How about that? First time he’d called 
^0 anything but Miss Severino. First time he’d really 
smiled at me. Someone had loosened this guy up, and 
'Wasn’t Justine. 

‘Incapacitated’ - there is more than one way to 
declare your love, I guess, -and looking at the 
illumination that was Jordan, I realized that my ability 
ro empathize hadn’t been working wth her. She hadn’t 
been desperately tired, she’d been desperately and 
Unhappily in love. And I hadn’t seen it coming, not for 
^ minute, even though all last week I’d watched them 
set off on those cultural excursions of theirs. Had they 
been to the Louvre too? Maybe, but something tells me 
it wasn’t the same Louvre Mike and I had frequented 
every afternoon. Necker tvas toO proper and so, in her 
own grotvn-up, sophisticated way, w'as Jordan. 

So there’s your ‘Love Boat’ complement; Jacques, as 
he now insists I call him, and Jordan, holding his hand 
in her sleep; Maude lovelorn and loveless; April and 
Kitten and whoever takes Kitten’s place, and 
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so forth, ril bet, for years into the future; Tinker, who 
jumped ship; and Justine and Aiden, the contractor, 
who still remains to be inspected but can’t possibly 
be half as . . . well, let’s agree on it, no way can he be 
anything like half as divine as Mike, who’s up in the 
cockpit showing the pilot how to fly the plane. 

The only person Jacques asked to come along with 
us to the airport was Gabrielle d’Angelle. He told her 
about his forthcoming marriage; news that you would 
have thought should have provoked some reaction 
bigger than her startled congratulations. While he gave 
her a list of things to supervise for him during his tnp 
to New York, Gabrielle seemed to be working out the 
answer to some kind of vexing long-standing question. 
Yet when Jacques, almost casually, told her that he was 
promoting her to executive vice-president of La Groupe 
Necker, she broke down, literally bursting into tears of 
joy, and didn’t stop for ten minutes. She pulled a real 
weeper. I believe Gabrielle must be the most dedicated, 
least romantic career woman I’ve ever met in all my 
years of working with women. You can’t generalize, not 
even about the French, can you? 

Of all of these recent romances, please notice, I m 
the only one who’s engaged to her long-lost true love 
— no quickie romance for me — and, as it happens, the 
only one with an engagement ring. 

While he was running around yesterday, taking more 
pictures of the girls, Mike found time to nip into Van 
Cleef and buy me a ring that’s embarrassingly big, if 
you’re the kind of person who’s easily embarrassed by 
mere material possessions and I find, to my surprise, 
that I’m not. I guess that must have something to do 
with learning to wear Donna Karan. 

Justine %vants to give our wedding reception at, 
her house and I want to have it at Big Ed, because 
she’ll have enough to do getting married herself, to 





say nothing of whatever sort of ceremony Jordan 
and Jacques are planning after he meets her parents. 
Gradous! If it weren’t for weddings, what would happen 
to the American economy? 

The event I’m looking forward to almost more than 
getting married is the tenth reunion of my class at 
Abraham Lincoln High School this spring. Two weeks 
ago I’d been planning on skipping iu Almost every' one 
of my nine hundred or so classmates could be counted 
on to drag a spouse or partner of some persuasion to 
this particular reunion, and I didn’t know anyone I 
cared to bring. 

But when I show up wth Mike Aaron — the legendary 
star who’s never been forgotten - and they find out that 
I’m Mrs Mike Aaron - Caramba! 

Okay, call me a show-off, call me ostentatious, call me 
pretentious, but how can I resist a chance to prove to 
all those fellow students who teased me about being too 
skinny to look good in a leotard and tights, that even a 
kid trith a big nose, who wore her hair screwed up in 
a bun, whose finest feature -tvas her big feet - that even 
Frankie Severino could grmv up to accept, with grace 
and dignity and passion, the heart and hand of the 
once and forever prince of Brooklyn? 


the END 



LOVERS 
by Judith Kranfz 


Few i'^erican women are as ripe for adventure as Gigi 
Orsini in the booming, optimistic year of 1983. In her 
mid-twenties, Gigi is an original; as amusingly naughty 
as she is romantic, as pereonally courageous as she is 
sexually alluring. 


A talented copywriter, Gigi has just accepted a job at a 
Los Angeles advertising agency where she is teamed 
with a tenderly seductive art director. But the three 
owners of the agency include two ambitious bachelors 
and one powerful woman whose irrational hatred 
turns her into a dangerous adversary. As Gigi’s 
hfe veers in a new direction she finds herself facing 
enormous demands and challenges. Never have the 
passionate practitioners of the business of advertising 
been unmasked so nakedly as Gigi is drawn into a 
whirlwind of desire, betrayal - and perilous love. 


Moving quickly from California to New York, from 
Venice to Paris, from Montana to Malibu, Lovers is a 
rast-paced, unexpectedly adventurous, and dangerously 
erouc tale by the incomparable Judith Krantz. 


‘Totally unputdownable’ Woman’s Journal 


A Bantam Paperback 
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SCRUPLES TWO 
by Judith Krantz 


The story continues 

From Beverly Hills to New York and Paris, Scruples Txuo 
gives us five more years in the luscious lives of the three 
people who run Scruples, the best fashion store in the 
world. 

h^illy Ikehom: Meet again the magnificent owner of 
Scruples. Billy is imperious and stubborn, a creature of 
rampant sexuality, too rich, too vulnerable and far, far 
too impulsive. The story begins on the day after Scruples 
ended, the day on which Billy’s husband, producer Vito 
Orsini, won the Oscar for Best Picture, 

spider Elliott, w'ho reigns like a pasha at Scruples, is a 
tnan who adores women and can read their minds. He 
is more than tough enough to stand up to Billy. 

Valentine O’Neill is the brilliMt young designer for 
Scruples. As alert as a vixen, hot tempered, and 
thoroughly lovable, she is as dijSicult to pin down as a 
mermaid. 

Now Billy, Spider and Valentine h?ive explosive unfinished 
business. Watch the sparks fly as this irresistible story 
unfolds \rith an enchanting new cast of characters, 
including Gigi (Graziella Giovanna) Orsini, Vito’s daugh- 
ter from an early marriage. Gigi, irith her charm, 
independence and wild sense of humour, changes the 
lives of everyone who knows her. It is Billy and Gigi who 
together dominate the new chapter in a story millions 
of readers wish had never ended. 

‘Krantz has lost none of her energy . . . Scruples Two is 
extremely readable and great fun’ Sunday Times 
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DAZZLE 
by Judith Krantz 


MEET JAZZ KILKULLEN, THE MOST DAZZLING 01 
JUDITH KRANTZ’S HEROINES 


Blessed with beauty and t^ent. Jazz Kilkullen is an 
internationally acclaimed photographer and the owner 
of DAZZLE, a fashionable studio in Venice Beach, 
California. Successful and sexy, she is pursued by three 
exciting yet vastly different men, who have one thing 
in common, a passion Tor Jazz. 

Butjazz has enemies and, when her father dies suddenly 
on his vast estate in Orange County, she discovers a 
family plot to sell the land to developers who are 
determined to exploit its fabulous wealth. 

Jazz realizes that she must fight with guts and deter- 
mination to safeguard her heritage and to secure her 
future happiness. 


‘Total heaven’ Cosmopolitan 


A Bantam Paperback 
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TILL WE MEET AGAIN 
by Judith Krantz 

‘Bound to thrill the millions of Krantz fans’ Today 
Eve dared — 

Eve de Lancel dared to bring endless scandal upon 
herself when she ran away from home to live in un- 
repentant sin, to win stardom singing in Paris music 
halls, to risk her life at tlie front during World War I, 
to marry the Vicomte Paul de Lancel and become the 
greatest lady of Champagne. 

Freddy dared — 

Eve’s daughter Freddy defied even the high-spirited Eve 
by learning to fly solo before her sixteenth birthday, 
fighting for England during World War II, loving deeply 
- and losing as gallantly as she won. 

Delphine dared — 

Freddy’s sister Delphine led a secret life of wild night- 
clubbing and gambling in Hollywood, made a screen 
test on a whim, and by eighteen was a film star of the 
first magnitude, desired by men the world over. Yet she 
courted danger and risked all during the war, driven by 
her passion for the one man she could never possess - 
or forget. 

‘This racy, captivating epic ... a compulsive read laced 

with grit and determination’ Prima 

/ 
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I’3LL TAKE MANHATTAN 
by Judith Krantz 

Judith Krantz comes home to New York for her latest 
triumph! In I’ll Take Manhattan, she takes on thC ' 
glamour capital of the world, weaving a glittering tale ^ 
of power, love, and betra)^ in the sophisticated, hi^h-; 
stakes arena of magazine publishing. Onlyjudith i^ntz,' 
could tell this story of the sensual Maxi, awilful hedonist: 
vyho unexpectedly discovers that her talent for lust is 
matched by her hunger for work. 

Impudent, raven-haired Maxi Amberville is twenty-nin 
and has already discarded three husbands and ,tw 
continents. Now Maxi is returning to Manhattan t< 
attend a board meeting of Amberville Publication 
and to be reunited with her mother, Lily, and he 
daughter, Angelica : Cipriani. . Maxi learns that he: 
widowed mother has'^married Maxi’s detested Unch 
Cutter. She determines to preyent him from sabotaging 
her father’s life-work — and selling if to the highest 
bidder. * 

Maxi takes over BUTTONS & BOWS, a fashion trade 
weekly, and transforms it into B & B, the glitziest, 
ritziest, most successful fashion magazine in the 
country. Her hot-blooded ex-husband, Rocco, and a 
coterie of other well-connected friends give their all for 
B & B — and for Maxi. What she learns about family? 
the publishing business, life and especially about love 
makes this a can ’t-wait-to-turn-th e-page novel that is 
truly creme de la Krantz! . . ^ 
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